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R yan  B en ed e t t i
Blind Dogs
N ow  t h e  fog is c l in g in g  to t h e  lake.
It is t h e  e i g h t h  day s ince  m y  acc iden t  
in t h e  deser t .  The  f ire  goes  out.
I sm ear  black p i t ch  on m y  ha t  
and on an old pa ir  of l e a th e r  gloves.
It is a l u n g - h e a l i n g  scent .
I paddle  ou t  and  d r i f tw ood  knocks  
aga ins t  t h e  raft.  Even t h e  h a w k s  
h u m p  th e i r  backs to t h e  sp r in g  storms.
I look at  all t h e  b ranches  g o in g  by
and im a g in e  m y  e n e m ie s  m o i s t e n in g
t h e i r  lips w i t h  balm. T hey  send  dogs for m y  body.
The  dogs  a re  blind.  T h e i r  h e a r i n g  
is poor.  T he i r  snouts  a re  f la t tened .
I spend  t h e  re s t  of m y  life t r y i n g  to cu re  them .
I m e d i t a t e  hours  and  hours  and  n o t h i n g  
at  all seems to happen .  Dur ing  t h e  n i g h t  
t h e y  sit on  m e  and  b l ink  th e i r  eyes.
I hold  m y  left h an d  u n d e r  m y  test icles, 
w h i l e  in m y  r i g h t  I ho ld  a c iga re t t e .
I w a r n  t h e  dogs th a t  t h e y  sit on g r e e n  
and  t e n d e r  grass, t h a t  t h e  walls  and  t h e  f loor 
of t h e  tu n n e l  a re  damp, th a t  th e y  m us t  leap 
several  h u n d r e d  fee t  in to  t h e  da rk  g r e e n  pool.
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R yan  B e n e d e t t i
Love Song
I.
Lately  I’ve b e e n  b u r s t i n g  i n w a r d —  
t h e  w a y  a c a r b o n a te d  l iquid does.
On Tuesdays  
I d o n ’t say a n y t h in g .
W h e n  I c o m e  h o m e
you sleep a lone  in t h e  b a th tu b .
“S e re n e  bald w o m a n ,  I n e e d  . . .” 
bu t  no,  I wil l  w a k e  you up.
You b reak  a b o t t l e  on  t h e  toi le t ,  
ho ld  m e  d o w n  and  c u t  m y  hai r .
I w a n t  to live in s ide  yo u r  f ingers .
I w a n t  to s tand  still for  m a n y  hours .
II.
I have  w a x y  ears, 
a m o le  on  m y  penis .
You t h r o w  r u b b e r  balls at  pass ing  cars.
W e  t r a d e  bucke ts .
Let  us p lan meals:  cold s t e w  in f r e e z e r  bags. 
Let  us unfo ld  t h e  m ap  of Idaho.
I w r a p  mysel f  in w h i t e  p a p e r  sacks
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and scoot  in to  t h e  cupboard  u n d e r  t h e  sink.
III.
T o g e t h e r  w e  p u t  our  hands  in t h e  jar. 
T o g e t h e r  w e  ea t  handfuls  of rock  salt.
You shu t  t h e  w indow .
I open  m y  m outh .
W h i l e  you sleep, I c lu tch  m y  soft cube  
of m a rga r ine .  I peel  off p ieces  of foil
and c h e w  the m .  Two tex ts .
Two hands.
I have a leg 
I d rag  b eh ind  me.
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M a t t  R o h r e r
Quick Sell t h e  P ig
All sor ts  of p lan ts  w e r e  beau ti ful  
and  s e e m e d  w o r t h y  of desc r ip t ion .
T h e  trees,  for  ins tance ,  f i n g e re d  low clouds 
sugges t ive ly  
a lo n g  w i t h  spo tl i t  bats.
C o n s t ru c t io n  a w a i t e d  an  im press ive  bu ild ing .  
T e a c h e r s  led t h e i r  classes to t h e  f low erbeds  
w h e r e  t h e y  w r o t e  in t h e i r  no te books .
O ne  p a r t i c u la r  f lo w e r—  t h e  rose—  
a t t r a c t e d  t h e  m os t  a t t e n t i o n .
From an  o p e n  w in d o w :  t im p an i .
From a pass ing  car: a t h i n  r a in b o w  on t h e  dam p  
s tree ts .
From t h e  farms  ou ts ide  of tow n :  t h e  u n m i s t a k a b l e  
smell.
T h e  fog ro l l ed  d o w n  e v e ry  s t r e e t  in t o w n  
a lphabe ti ca l ly ,  
w h i l e  small g ro u p s  of p eo p le  s tro l l ed  by t h e  r ive r  
p r e t e n d i n g  
to en joy  each  o t h e r ’s com pany .
O ne  w o r r i e d  h e  w o u ld  be asked  w h i c h  p a r t  of dusk  
h e  l iked  best.
T h e  p a r t  at  t h e  b e g i n n i n g  w h e n  t h e  bats  c o m e  ou t  
and  e v e r y t h i n g  seems possible  
or  t h e  p a r t  at  t h e  en d  w h e n  all t h a t  can  be seen  
in t h e  m o o n  is a dog.
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R o b e r t  H a c k e t t
T an g an y ik a
The  boats, w i th  t h e i r  r ibbed  ne t s  w i n g i n g  off th e  
rails, s t rugg le  l ike insec ts  on t h e  w a te r .  The  boys 
c o m m a n d  f lea - red  dogs to swim in t h e  p in k  w ate r .  
T hey  w h a c k  each  o th e r  in t h e  head  w i th  st icks w h i le  
th e i r  fa the rs  g u t  fish on t h e  shore.  You gaze  across 
t h e  lake  to t h e  s i lhoue t te  of a n o t h e r  coun t ry .  I smell 
smoke.  Soon t h e  boys assemble before  us. One of 
t h e  smaller  boys approaches  w i th  one  hand  beh ind  
his  back,  as if to offer  som e th ing .  I m a k e  to accep t  
w h a t  appears  to be a p lay ing  card.  He tu rn s  it 
slowly, revea l ing  t h e  ace of spades, and  as I grasp  it 
he  vows,  “Ce n ’est  plus a m oi .” A c h r o m e  fish jum ps  
in t h e  lake.
In m y  palm, t h e  ace  po in t s  west ,  to a p lum e  of 
smoke  w h i s t l i n g  across t h e  w a te r  w h e r e  t h e  m o n k e y s  
e x p e r i m e n t  w i th  fire. I hold  t h e  card  to m y  lips and 
kiss t h a t  black h e a r t  for w h a t  m us t  be seconds before  
I tuc k  it b e t w e e n  m y  belt  and  belly. The  boys beg in  
tw i s t i n g  all t h a t  th e y  have  seen in th e i r  m inds  as you 
star t  to dance  in t h e  lavender  l ight .
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M a t t  Y u rd a n a
A G a th e r in g  of 
Cardiovascular Surgeons
Dr. Veer, t h e  k e y n o t e  speaker ,  opens  
w i t h  a jo k e  ab o u t  t h e  swiss c h e e s e  fondue ,
tw o  types  of cho les te ro l ,  “g o o d ” 
and  “de l ic ious ,”
and  h e  w i n k s  a lo n g  t h e  banquet ,  his  co l leagues  
s ip p in g  t h e i r  aperi t i fs .
How lovely it was
to be eager and serious, h e  says,
that first open-heart practicum:
an irish setter,
his limp paws and his thin damp coat, 
his rib cage
sawed open, arteries clamped 
with small gleaming forceps.
One cannot forget that first time groping 
inside another body.
Everything so close and almost hot, 
and your fingers slip 
under the left ventricle, 
cradling it,
believing in that muscle's steady hitch 
and wobble, as if startled 
by the touch.
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By sunset, th e y  ha ve  to a s te d
th a t  t ra g ic ,  m a g n if ic e n t  d o g  fo r  h o u rs .
Som e le a n  in to  th e  b re e ze  
on  th e  glass v e ra n d a h , 
o th e rs  w a d e
in  th e  fo u n ta in  b e lo w  th e  s to n e  boy, 
p o u r in g  e n d le s s ly  
f ro m  h is  f lu te d  u rn .
W h e n  th e  m u s ic  b e g in s , th e  t im b a le s  
and  congas  and  h o rn s ,
D r. D u b o is  in  a s tra p le ss  c o c k ta i l  g o w n , 
m am bos  in  t ig h t  c irc le s , 
c o a x in g  h e r  la n k y  h usban d .
D r. W h e e le r  p u lls  o f f  h is  shoes, suspenders  
d a n g lin g  a t h is  h ip s .
A n d  D r. V e e r is fa m o u s  fo r  h is  ru m b a .
H e w eaves  h is  p a r tn e r ,  a f i r s t - y e a r  in te rn ,  
a m o n g  th e  fe rn s  and  p a lm e tto s
and  th e  c o u r ty a rd  c lea rs .
She is b lu s h in g , h e r  dress w h is k in g
fro m  h e r  th ig h s
w i t h  th e  la z y  sw ish  o f m aracas.
H e r fe e t chase
h is  q u ic k , s w e e p in g  h a lf-s te p s .
A fe w  m o m e n ts ,
and  she f in d s  th e  p a tte rn ,
s w in g in g  and  p u l l in g
fro m  h is  a rm s, t ig h t  as a s h a d o w  o r m ir r o r .
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She feels  t h e  w h is p e r s  and  nods,
his  r i g h t  h a n d  h o v e r i n g  
n e a r  t h e  small of h e r  back.
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N adya P i t t e n d r ig h
T he  N ext G enera l
This p a r t  of m e  sews w i t h  stiff shoulders  on t h e  ice 
barge.
I jus t  w a n t  it  done .
The  cap ta in  labors n e x t  door  t r a d i n g  l igh t  fish for 
heavy  ones  
in darkness .  W e  a r e n ’t p ressed  for t im e  
and  c a n ’t s tay aw ay  f rom each  o th e r  on deck;  
w e  h i t  t h e  iceberg .  At b a t h in g  t i m e  w e  str ip 
w i th  t h e  l igh t  snuffed; I can smell t h e m  l i f t ing  
w eigh ts .
T he  hands  g a t h e r  to toss a coup le  of c ra tes  ou t  on t h e  
surface;
But t h e  ice w o n ’t crack.  T h e  box,  says t h e  captain ,  
looks l ike a s e t t l e m e n t  ou t  th e re .  T h en  bu rn  it! And 
th e  surface melts .
D ow ntow n,  sm oke  ju m p e r s  a r r ive  on aw nings ,  o th e rs  
pack  t h e  alleys.
T h e y ’re  all inv i ted  in t h r o u g h  various  back  doors, 
even tua lly.
M y b r o th e r  is g o n e
and I’ve been  r u n n i n g  t h e  t e n a n t  houses;
I may  have t h e  deed  s o m e w h e r e  in m y  clothes.
Here  com es  t h e  vi l lage doctor .
At least  f ifty g r e e n  bott les
h a n g  on s t r ings  a round  t h e  porch;  I tell  h e r  i t ’s l ike a 
sombrero .
The  muffin t in  she  offers is only  par t  of h e r  
col lect ion.
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I apo log ize  because  m y  h an d s  a re  b lack  f rom 
g a r d e n i n g .  I tell  her ,
I w as  bo rn  on  Z i a n t e  Road,  bu t  m y  p a r e n t s  w e r e  
r e n t i n g  t h e  house.
Six m o n t h s  a f te r  t h e  b i r t h  m y  p a r e n t s  f inal ly  n a m e d  
m e  Z ian te .
T h e  re s t  c ro w d  in. “Am I t h e  m ayor?”
I tel l t h e m  m y  job  is i n s c r i b in g  in fo rm a t io n  in t h e  
u p p e r  left  c o r n e r  of post  cards.
I ask th e m ,  “H ow  can  I he lp  you?”
C u t B ank
N adya P i t t e n d r ig h
Dom inique
Today w e  r ide  in a tu n g s t e n  t ra in  
w i th  bogw ood  seats,
to Rhine land ia ,  pass ing  some bowls around .
Sheila  cups  h e r  left hand  
b eh ind  m y  ear, opens  t h e  airlock,  
and  stills t h e  m e ta l  w i t h  h e r  r i g h t  hand.  
W e  bo th  w e a r  need le f i sh  brooches.
W e  g o t  dressed inside t h e  m e a t  locker.
I r e m e m b e r  keys—  
t h e  ta s te  of min t .
Yeste rday  m y  m o t h e r  cal led from a gondola  
on h e r  p ic tu r e  phone .  The  h o t - a i r  v e n t  
fell ou t  of t h e  ce i l in g  at  n igh t .
She said it  r e m i n d e d  h e r  of Karate.
Don’t leave Dominique,  she  said.
Don’t leave Domin ique  w i t h o u t  
some in s t r u m e n t  please.
I w e a r  t h r e e  sw ea te r s  
at  t h e  sink th is  m orn ing .
And I can t h i n k  only  of t h e  sink.
W h e r e  is Dominique?
Down on t h e  low er  level 
peop le  a re  asleep on t h e  gasli t  
ro l l er  r ink.  I s tep  over rows  of 
bedrolls.  Two w om en ,
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faces h idde n ,  s leep w i t h  l e a th e r
gloves n e x t  to a m a n  b e n e a t h  t h e  e x i t  sign.
T h e i r  g loves and  his  face
are  tw o  of t h e  s h iny  th i n g s  visible.
I bow  at  t h e  e l eva to r  man.  He bows 
too, and  his  h e l m e t  falls off. I ask 
abou t  t h e  m i n i n g  business,  
b u m p i n g  in to  a g r a m o p h o n e .
He ta kes  m e  in s ide  t h e  room  n e x t  door, 
saying:  old mus ic  sounds  b e t t e r  t h r o u g h  a wall .  
You know ,  snakes  h e a r  t h r o u g h  t h e  roofs 
of t h e i r  m ou ths .  Or is i t  a m e m b r a n e  
ou ts ide  on t h e  forehead?
He pours  h im se l f  co g n ac  w h i l e  I r ead  his  papers .
He fol lows m e  to t h e  b a th ro o m
w h e r e  w e  d o n ’t speak  at  all—
th o u g h  h e ’s us ing  t h e  stall r i g h t  n e x t  to m ine .
Have you been  to t h e  Sandw ich  
Islands? T h ey  d o n ’t use s t r e e t s —  d o n ’t 
have  any.  And G ua tem na?
T hey  use t h e  gas c h a m b e r  th e re .
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M olly  M il le r
Com e and  See
i.  A w a k e n i n g
I suppose it  all s ta r ted  w i th  leeches.  It m ay  have  
s ta r ted  before then ,  bu t  if it did, I c e r t a in ly  d o n ’t 
r e m e m b e r  it. I e x p e c t  t h a t  as a baby I had  looked at 
t h e  usual t h i n g s — t h e  d a n c i n g  shapes  of t h e  h ic k o ry  
b ranches  t h a t  rocked  in m y  w indow s,  t h e  s ta rk  colors 
of ca r ro t s  and  peas, t h e  s c u t t l in g  of a bug  over a 
s tone  on our  lawn in M inneapol is ,  w h e r e  I sat 
p lopped  and  sta ring.  I m ay  have  even  ea t e n  a few 
bugs  in m y  t ime,  as babies will  do, bu t  it  w a s n ’t unt i l  
late  in m y  th i rd  yea r  th a t  I sudden ly  o p e n e d  m y  eyes 
to t h e  w or ld  w i th  a jol t  and  s ta r ted  to see t h i n g s — to 
rea l ly see t h i n g s — n o t  jus t  w i t h  t h e  sort  of passive but  
to le rab ly  app rec ia t ive  eye  of t h e  self -absorbed,  but  
w i th  t h e  passion of an ar t i s t  or  a sc ient is t .
I do n o t  m e an  to say t h a t  I was an ar t i s t  or  a 
sc ientis t .  M y d raw in g s  from th a t  t im e  sugges t  no  
such th ing ,  n o r  do m y  e x p e r i m e n t s  w i th  our  tw o  
Siamese cats, w h o m  I wou ld  im pr ison  in m y  do ll ’s 
f rocks  and  t h e n  fol low a round  t h e  house,  e x c i ted ly  
obse rv ing  th e i r  behav ior  as t h e y  t r i ed  to s tag g e r  free 
of th e  h ideous  f lounces.  No, I c a n n o t  claim any 
p recoc iousness  in t h e  ar ts  or  sciences.  It was simply 
th a t  as I nea re d  age  four, m y  eyes seem to have 
a w a k e n e d  from a p le asan t  s lumber.  And w h a t  first 
d r e w  t h e m — w h a t  f irs t g rabbed  th e m  and he ld  t h e m  
still in t h e  g r ip  of a b rea th less  b eau ty— w e r e  those  
leeches.
A leech  is t ru ly  a vision of loveliness.  Dur ing  th e
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su m m e rs  o f  m y  c h ild h o o d , m y  m o th e r  to o k  m y  tw o  
b ro th e rs  and  m e, a lo n g  w i t h  asso rted  a u n ts  and  
u n c le s  and  cous ins , up to  th e  is la n d  th a t  m y  g ra n d ­
p a re n ts  o w n e d  o n  W h i t e t a i l  L a ke  in  n o r th e r n  M in ­
neso ta . O n days w h e n  th e  sun sho n e  and  th e  w a te r  
w a rm e d  up  past f re e z in g ,  I to d d le d  b a ck  and  fo r th  
th ro u g h  th e  s h a llo w s  th a t  l in e d  th e  is la n d ’s shores, 
p a r t in g  th e  s m o o th  g re e n  reeds  th a t  d a n g le d  o v e r  m y  
head  l ik e  an in v e r te d  c u r ta in  f a l l in g  f ro m  th e  f lo o r  o f 
th e  la k e  u p w a rd s  to  th e  sky . I p e e re d  in to  th e  w a te r ,  
w a tc h in g  fo r  n e rvo u s , g a s p in g  m in n o w s ; fo r  th e  
c ra w f is h ,  w i t h  t h e i r  c la w s  l ik e  t in y  la w n  c l ip p e rs  and  
th e i r  s ca llo p e d  ta ils ; fo r  th e  fro g s  and  ta d p o le s  w i t h  
t h e i r  b a llo o n e d  eyes; fo r  th e  s tr ip e d  p e rc h  a lw a ys  
w i t h  th e  s tu p id  e x p re s s io n s  o n  t h e i r  faces; and  fo r  
th e  m a g n if ic e n t  leeches .
I re m e m b e r  a ll th o se  c re a tu re s  fo n d ly ,  b u t I 
re m e m b e r  th e  le e ch e s  as o n e  re m e m b e rs  o n e ’s f i r s t  
lo v e — th e  t h r i l l ,  th e  in te n s ity ,  th e  s teady , ra p tu ro u s  
gazes. C o lo re d  a w a rm , c h o c o la te  b ro w n  s p o tte d  w i t h  
b la c k , th e y  oo ze d  across th e  sandy  la k e  b o tto m  l ik e  
d a rk  le o p a rd s . W h e n  s ta r t le d  by  a p u f f  o f  sand o r  th e  
s w ip e  o f  s c o o p in g  f in g e rs , th e y  to o k  o f f  th ro u g h  th e  
w a te r  a t a dead w r ig g le ,  t h e i r  s u p p le  bod ies  
s tre tc h e d  t h in  and  r ip p l in g  s m o o th ly  as a r ib b o n  o f f  a 
g i r l ’s h a t c a u g h t b y  th e  w in d .  W ’h e n  c u p p e d  in  m y  
h a n d , th e  le e ch e s  tra n s fo rm e d  th e m s e lv e s  in to  fa t te d  
b lobs, c re a m y  w i t h  s lim e  and  s o ft as b u t te r  to  th e  
to u c h . I c a u g h t th e m  and  c a r r ie d  th e m  a ro u n d  w i t h  
m e.
W h i le  1 sco u te d  th e  sh a llo w s , m y  m o th e r  and  h e r  
s is te rs  la y  s tre tc h e d  o u t on  th e  d o c k , re a d in g  books  
and  s u n n in g  th e m s e lv e s , ro u s in g  fro m  t h e i r  in d i ­
v id u a l re v e r ie s  e v e ry  n o w  and  th e n  to  d iscuss th e  
p i t fa l ls  o f  m a r r ie d  l i f e  o r  to  e x c h a n g e  a b i t  o f  goss ip . 
C ra d l in g  a le e ch , I w o u ld  sneak o v e r  to  w h e re  th e y  
lay , s lip  u n d e r  th e  d o c k , and  c u r l a p lu m p  a rm  up 
o v e r  th e  d o c k ’s e dge  to  p la ce  th e  s l im y  p r iz e  on  o n e
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o r  th e  o th e r  o f  t h e i r  b e ll ie s  o r  th ig h s .  I f  i t  h a p p e n e d  
to  be o n e  o f  m y  a u n ts , th e  a f f l ic te d  in v a r ia b ly  
sc re a m e d  a n d  f la i le d  h e r  lim b s , th e n  t h r e w  d a rk  
g la n c e s  a t m y  m o th e r  w h o  p re te n d e d  to  be a b so rb e d  
in  h e r  re a d in g . I f  i t  w e re  m y  m o th e r ,  she d id n ' t  s k ip  
a bea t. She t i l t e d  h e r  b o o k  fo rw a rd ,  s lid  h e r  gaze  
d o w n  th e  le n g th  o f  h e r  b o d y  u n t i l  i t  s to p p e d  a t th e  
le e ch , a n d  th e n  f l ic k e d  th e  c re a tu re  a w a y  w i t h o u t  so 
m u c h  as a h o w - d o - y o u - d o .  T h a t w as th e  s o r t o f 
w o m a n  she was.
A f te r  th e  le e ch e s , th in g s  seem ed to  e x p lo d e  
o u tw a rd s . O r p e rh a p s  th e y  im p lo d e d — i t ’s h a rd  to  say 
w h ic h  i t  w as. I b egan  to  see; I b e g a n  to  n o t ic e  
th in g s ;  I b egan  to  p a y  a t te n t io n .  I saw  p a t te rn s — th e  
ra is e d  v e in s  in  a lea f, a n im a l shapes in  c lo u d s , th e  
d e lic a te  im p r in t  o f  m ic e  fe e t  in  s n o w  l ik e  n e c k la c e s  
s lu n g  o v e r  w h i t e  w in t e r  m e a d o w s , th e  p a le  m osa ics  
o n  th e  s k in  o f  th e  c h a m e le o n  I k e p t  in  a g lass b o x  o n  
m y  w in d o w s i l l .  M y  eyes w e re  te le sco p e s ; I had  b io n ic  
v is io n .  I saw  s m o k y  b la c k  tre e s  l in in g  th e  to p s  o f 
h i l ls ,  sp read  l ik e  S p a n ish  fans  a n d  b u r n in g  in to  th e  
e d g e  o f  sky . I saw  f ie r y  p r a ir ie  grasses to s s in g  t h e i r  
tasse led  heads in  th e  b r ig h t  sun, a n d  th e  b lo o d - re d  
b e r r ie s  o f  th e  sum ac t h ic k  as c lu s te rs  o f  bees c l in g in g  
to  th e  ta n g le d  b ra n ch e s . M y  l im p id  gaze  c o u ld  c ry s ­
ta l l iz e  th e  w o r ld .  R id in g  m y  p o n y  th r o u g h  th e  
w o o d s , I la y  b a ck  w i t h  m y  h e a d  p i l lo w e d  o n  h is  f u r r y  
ru m p  to  g a p e  a t th e  tre e s  b o b b in g , th e  b ra n c h e s  
sp la ye d  and  s w e rv in g  l ik e  b la c k  te n ta c le s  a g a in s t a 
b lu e  sea o f  sky .
A n d  th e n , s o m e w h e re  a lo n g  th e  w a y , a ll th a t  
c h a n g e d .
2. S t r u c t u r e  a n d  F u n c t io n
I w as a sh y  c h i ld ;  I d id n ' t  ta lk  m u c h . I w a tc h e d . 
W h e n  I im a g in e  m y s e lf  n o w  b a ck  in  m y  c h i ld ’s body , 
I p ic tu r e  a sm a ll c re a tu re  w i t h  eyes l ik e  saucers, l ik e
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m oons, e a s ily  s ta r t le d  and  e a s ily  ra p t.
N o w , a t t h i r t y ,  I am  a g a in  o f te n  s ta r t le d  b y  w h a t  
I see: s n o w  th a w in g  o n  th e  s p r in g  h i l ls ,  th e  w h i te  
b re a s t fe a th e rs  o f  th e  w o o d p e c k e r  h a m m e r in g  o n  th e  
p e a r tre e , th e  p a le  b lu e  p e ta ls  o f  th e  c ro c u s  th a t  
a p p e a r o n e  d a y  a t th e  fo o t  o f  th e  p o rc h . W h a t  is th is  
v is io n , th a t  ro u se d  m e  to  th e  g lo r ie s  o f  le e ch e s  and  
rouses m e  s til l?  W h a t  a re  th e se  eyes? L u m p s  o f  
s tra n g e  m a tte r ,  lo d g e d  in  m y  s k u ll,  o d d ly  shaped, 
s tra n g e ly  p a tte rn e d . H o w  do th e y  w o rk ?  H o w  d id  
th e y  happen?
T h e re  a re  th re e  basic k in d s  o f  eye  k n o w n  to  e x is t  
in  th e  w o r ld — p in h o le  eyes, c o m p o u n d  eyes, and  le n s  
eyes. P in h o le  eyes a re  th e  s o r t  fa v o re d  b y  m o llu s k s —  
a g ro u p  o f  som e 100,000 m a r in e  spec ies  in c lu d in g  
sna ils , o ys te rs , o c to p i,  squ id , a n d  th e  c h a m b e re d  
n a u t ilu s ,  a s tra n g e , s q u id - l ik e  c re a tu re  th a t  liv e s  
w i t h in  a fa t, c o ile d  and  s t r ip e d  s h e ll.  In  th e  p in h o le  
eyes o f  th e  n a u t ilu s ,  l i g h t  e n te rs  th e  e y e b a ll th ro u g h  
a sm a ll h o le  in  th e  f r o n t  o f  th e  eye , as th o u g h  th e  
e y e b a ll w e re  a p in g - p o n g  b a ll th a t  had  been  p r ic k e d  
w i t h  th e  p o in t  o f  a p e n c il.  T h e  l ig h t  tra v e ls  th ro u g h  
th e  in t e r io r  o f  th e  eye  d i r e c t ly  to  th e  b a ck  w h e re  i t  
h i ts  re c e p to rs  w h ic h  send m essages to  th e  n a u t i lu s ’ 
b ra in . Lo, th e  n a u t i lu s  sees— s o rt o f. I t ’s a n ic e , 
s im p le  eye , b u t th e  w e a re r  re c e iv e s  o n ly  a n a r r o w  
s h a ft o f  l i g h t  th ro u g h  th e  h o le , and  th e  la c k  o f  a le n s  
s e v e re ly  l im i t s  th e  c la r i t y  o f  v is io n .  T o  th e  n a u t ilu s ,  
th e  w o r ld  is l i k e ly  to  be a m u rk y ,  b lu r r y  p la ce .
C o m p o u n d  eyes a re  th e  s o r t m o s t bugs h a v e —  
l i t e r a l ly  eyes o n  s ta lks , o r  c lu s te rs  o f  s ta lks , l ik e  
b u n c h e s  o f te le sco p e s  p o k in g  up  f ro m  th e  m o u n d  o f  
th e  b u g ’s e y e b a ll la u n c h in g  pad and  s c a n n in g  th e  
w o r ld  fo r  v is u a l in fo rm a t io n .  T h e  eye  o n  th e  e n d  o f 
each  s ta lk  p ro v id e s  th e  b u g  w i t h  an im a g e ; th e  
c o m m o n  h o u s e fly , fo r  e x a m p le , re c e iv e s  h u n d re d s  o f 
im a g e s  a t o n ce . S c ie n t is ts  d is a g re e  w h e th e r  th e se  
im a g e s  a re  p e rc e iv e d  s e p a ra te ly , a v ie w  s im ila r  to
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w a t c h i n g  several  h u n d r e d  te levis ion sets, each  tu r n e d  
to a s l igh t ly  d i f fe ren t  channe l ,  or w h e t h e r  t h e  i m ­
ages a re  i n t e g r a t e d  in to  a s ingle  loom ing  and  bulbous 
p ic tu re .  E i the r  way, t h e  co m p o u n d  eye  is g r e a t  for 
d e t e c t i n g  m o t io n  bu t  leaves a lot to be des ired  as far 
as id e n t i fy in g  w h a t  y o u ’re  look ing  at. To he lp  c o m ­
pensate ,  a t iny  lens in each  stalk inc reases  resolu t ion.  
Resolu t ion  is t h e  ab i l i ty  of t h e  eye  to p ro d u ce  a clear  
p ic tu r e  by sep a ra t in g  and  d e f in in g  ob jec ts  in its 
visual field. The  lens also w o rk s  to con t ro l  t h e  dif­
f rac t ion  of l igh t  t h r o u g h  t h e  o p e n i n g  of t h e  eye.  
Diffract ion is t h e  ab i l i ty  of l igh t  to bend  a round  
corners .
Despite  th e se  advances,  t h e  co m p o u n d  eye  falls 
far sho r t  in t e rm s  of reso lu t ion  w h e n  c o m p ared  to 
t h e  h u m a n  eye.  Basically, i t ’s too small to do t h e  
w ork .  A n o th e r  p r ice  of such m i n u t e  appara tus  is paid 
in t h e  l im i ted  scope of t h e  color  sp e c t ru m  th a t  th e  
bug  is able  to perce ive .  In o rd e r  to m a x im i z e  th e i r  
pe r fo rm ance ,  h o n e y b e e s  ig n o re  red.
Lens eyes  such as ours have  th e i r  o w n  s truc tu ra l  
and  func t iona l  l imita t ions.  L ight  e n t e r s  t h e  lens eye 
t h r o u g h  a com para t ive ly  la rge r  o p e n i n g  in t h e  e y e ­
ball: t h e  pupil ,  f rom t h e  Latin pupilla, m e a n i n g  “l i t t le  
doll ,” for t h e  t iny  re f lec t ion  of ourselves w e  see w h e n  
w e  look in to  a n o t h e r ’s eyes. The  p r e t t y  iris w e  lavish 
so m u c h  a t t e n t i o n  on is ac tual ly  a g roup  of t iny  
muscles  t h a t  e x p a n d  and  c o n t ra c t  to a l te r  t h e  size of 
t h e  pupil  and  con t ro l  t h e  a m o u n t  of l igh t  t h a t  e n t e r s  
t h e  eye.  U nder  t h e  iris, a ru b b e ry  lens fits n e a t ly  l ike 
a m onoc le .  T he  lens ac tual ly  ch a n g e s  shape  to c o m ­
p e n s a te  for d if f rac t ion and  to focus on objects  seen  at 
d i f fe ren t  distances.  It f la t tens  to focus on d is tan t  
objects ,  t h i c k e n s  to focus on n e a r  ones.
Overall ,  th i s  is t h e  most  e f f ic ien t  visual system of 
t h e  th ree ,  best  at c o n t ro l l i n g  di f frac t ion  and  c r e a t i n g  
good reso lu t ion ,  but  a lens eye  is deve lo p m en ta l ly  
and  physical ly  expens ive :  it t akes  a lot of muscles,
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nerves ,  and  bra in  space to opera te .  Yet, w i t h  all tha t ,  
w e  see on ly  t h i r t y  p e r c e n t  of t h e  r a n g e  of l ig h t  t h a t  
com es  f rom t h e  sun; t h e  o t h e r  s ev en ty  p e r c e n t — 
in f ra red  and  a bi t of u l t r av io le t— is invisible to us. It 
was  also p re su m ab ly  inv is ib le to t h e  sheep  w h o s e  eye  
I carved  up in m y  s e v e n t h - g r a d e  sc ience  class.
T ha t  poor  old s h e e p ’s eye  was  l ike  a gob of g reasy  
ch ee se  s i t t i n g  on m y  desk.  W h e n  w e  cu t  t h e  eye  
op en  t h e  lens pop p ed  ou t  l ike  a p r i z e — a lum p of 
h a rd  ru b b e r  t h e  ro u n d n es s  of a quar te r ,  t h e  th i c k n e s s  
of a f inger ,  and  t h e  color  of dull am ber .  “H ow  can  a 
sheep  see t h r o u g h  th is  th in g ? ” I w a n t e d  to know ,  to 
w h i c h  m y  sc ience  t e a c h e r  rep l i ed  t h a t  t h e  lens  on ly  
becom es  th a t  w a y  af te r  dea th .  He said t h e  w ords  
“af te r  d e a t h ” t h e  w a y  o n e  w ou ld  say “a f te r  l u n c h ” or 
“af te r  a r t  class.” I t h i n k  “o p a q u e ” was  t h e  w o rd  h e  
used to descr ibe  t h e  a f t e r - d e a t h  lens of a sheep.  I 
f igu red  opaque  m e a n t  yel low, and  I he ld  t h a t  lens  up 
to m y  o w n  eye  and  t r i ed  to look t h r o u g h  it. But all I 
saw was t h e  g r a in y  ye l low  of a dead  s h e e p ’s eye.
I set  d o w n  t h e  r u b b e r y  lum p n e x t  to t h e  n o w  
s p l i t - o p e n  ball of c h ee se  and,  a f te r  fas t idious ly w i p ­
in g  m y  fingers ,  to u c h e d  m y  o w n  eye.  I w o n ’t go so 
far as to say t h a t  I t h o u g h t  abou t  m y  o w n  death ,  
because  I d i d n ’t. I was  on ly  twelve ,  and  as I’ve  said, I 
was  n o t  a p recoc ious  child.  But as I looked  d o w n  
upon  th a t  s h e e p ’s m a n g le d  eyeball ,  I dec ided  th a t  t h e  
only  w ay  I could sensibly  deal  w i th  t h e  h o r r o r  t h a t  
lay before  m e  on t h e  desk  was  to be c o m e  a doctor .
If I w e r e  a doctor ,  I t h o u g h t  to mysel f  back  the n ,
I w ou ld  u n d e r s t a n d  e v e r y t h i n g  abou t  t h a t  s h e e p ’s 
e y e — I w ou ld  k n o w  th a t  s h e e p ’s eye  ins ide  and  out .  
T he  ac t  of s l ic ing  it  up w ou ld  have  no  p o w e r  to 
t ro u b le  me.  I w ou ld  survey  it as cool ly and  l igh t ly  as 
o ne  m i g h t  survey  a t r i c k y  p iece  of m a c h in e ry .  I 
wou ld  po k e  m y  scalpel in to  i t  and  r e spond  n o t  w i t h  a 
horr if ied ,  “W h a t  have  I done!” bu t  in s tead  w i t h  an 
i n t e r e s t e d  and  l i l t ing,  “Aha.” This, at  t h e  t ime,
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seem ed  like  a c o m fo r t in g  th o u g h t .
3. F ea tu re  D etec to rs
S igh t f irs t developed  in  a n c ie n t  seas. At some 
p o in t  in  th e i r  evo lu tion , ea r ly  c re a tu re s  g re w  p a tch es  
of sk in  th a t  w e re  sens itive  to  ligh t,  a l lo w in g  th e m  to 
te ll th e  d if fe ren ce  b e tw e e n  l ig h t  and  d a rk  and  also to 
d iscern  th e  d ire c t io n  of th e  sun. W h a t  began  as a 
s im ple  skill used to find  sources of en e rg y ,  food, and  
ev en tu a lly  m a tes  has s ince  evolved in to  a tool used in 
th e  c re a t io n  and e x p e r ie n c e  of art, an ap p re c ia t io n  of 
n a tu re ,  th e  a c c o m p lish m e n t  of w o rk  tasks, and  th e  
evo lu tion  of w id e - r a n g in g  n o t io n s  of beau ty  and  
goodness. T hese  are  s o m ew h a t  m o re  so p h is t ica ted  
skills used to  find  sources of en e rg y ,  food, and  m ates.
Of course, n o t  all an im als  use v ision to  loca te  
th em se lv es  and  o th e rs  in th e  w orld . Dogs, for in ­
stance, re ly  m o re  on smell th a n  on s igh t. A professor 
o nce  to ld  m e  th a t  if th e  nasal m e m b ra n e  w e re  r e ­
m oved from  a d o g ’s nose  and  f la t te n e d  like  a sheet,  it 
w ould  be ro u g h ly  as b ig  as a football field. If th e  
sam e w e re  rem oved  from  a h u m a n  being , it  w ou ld  be 
th e  size of a p os tage  stam p.
T h e re  is a b iz a rre  fish of th e  g en u s  Eigenmannia 
th a t  lives in  th e  m u rk y  w a te rs  of th e  A m azon and its 
in lets . Eigenmannia has alm ost no  sight, a sense  w h ic h  
w ould  be n ea r ly  useless in its tu rb id  hom e. Instead, 
th e  fish p roduces  a w eak ly  e le c tr ic  field  from  an 
o rgan  in its  snou t and  “sees” u s ing  e le c t ro re c e p to rs  
loca ted  in  th e  pores  of its skin  th ro u g h o u t  its body, a 
s i tua tion  ak in  to ou r bodies b e in g  s tudded  w i th  fairly  
m yopic  eyes from  h ead  to toe. O bjects  th a t  com e in to  
Eigenmannia's e lec tr ica l  field d is to r t  th e  f ish ’s “v ie w ,” 
e i th e r  by c o n c e n t r a t in g  th e  e lec tr ica l  flow  (if th e  
o b jec t is a b e t te r  c o n d u c to r  of e le c t r ic i ty  th a n  w a te r)
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or by d i spe rs ing  i t  (if t h e  ob jec t  is a p o o re r  c o n d u c ­
tor).  Thus  t h e  fish pe rce ives  o n e  or  a n o t h e r  k in d  of 
e lec t r i c  " s h a d o w ” to loca te  ob jec ts  in its s u r ro u n d in g s  
and  to sense t h e  edges  of its su r round ings .
Eigenmannia's system of p e r c e p t io n  seems pecu l ia r  
and  far r em o v e d  f rom our  ow n .  Our  o w n  vis ion seems 
so na tu ra l  to us t h a t  w e  o f ten  assume it  is s imply  t h e  
m i r r o r  im a g e  of w h a t ’s ou t  th e re .  But t h e  eye  is no  
b lank  slate. Our  vision is a s t r a t e g y  for  su rv iv ing  in 
t h e  wor ld ,  and  l ike  all s tra teg ies ,  it  is n o t  infal l ible.  
S t ru c tu re s  and  fu nc t ions  have  th e i r  l im ita t ions .  Like 
Eigenmannia, w e  use w h a t  w e ’ve g o t— our  eyes  and  
bra ins— to co l lec t  in fo rm a t io n  c o m i n g  at  us in t h e  
form of l ight ,  t h e n  se lec t ive ly  s c reen  and  process  it, 
i g n o re  some types  of in fo rm a t io n  and  e x a g g e r a t e  
o thers ,  all in a massive ef fort  to i n t e r p r e t  ou r  e n v i ­
r o n m e n t  and  m a k e  dec is ions  t h a t  wil l  e n s u re  su r ­
vival.
Take  toads.  T h e i r  visual n e t w o r k  is s imi la r  to our  
own, on ly  s impler .  Light  f rom t h e  sun trave ls  to 
e a r th  at  186,000 mi les  p e r  second  and  e n t e r s  a t o a d ’s 
eye  r e p l e t e  w i t h  in fo rm a t io n  abou t  t h e  to a d ’s su r ­
round ings .  T he  in fo rm a t io n  is t h e n  sent ,  at  a c o m ­
para t ive ly  s lugg ish s ix ty  mi les  p e r  hour ,  t h r o u g h  t h e  
op ti c  n e r v e — m o r e  prec isely ,  a bu n d le  of n e rv e s — to 
tw o  sepa ra te  places  in t h e  t o a d ’s brain: t h e  op ti c  
t e c tu m  and  t h e  tha lamus .  In each  of t h e se  d e s t i n a ­
t ions,  visual in fo rm a t io n  is s c re e n e d  and  processed  to 
p rov ide  t h e  basis for dec is ions  t h a t  t h e  toad m a k e s  in 
r e s p o n d in g  to its e n v i ro n m e n t .
H e r e ’s w h e r e  t h in g s  g e t  s impler:  if a toad is n o t  
moving ,  and  t h e r e  is n o t h i n g  m o v i n g  in t h e  t o a d ’s 
scope of vision,  t h e  toad sees n o th i n g .  T h e  n e u r o n s  in 
t h e  t o a d ’s eyes d o n ’t f i re  and  t h e  toad is u t t e r ly  
blind.  For m o v in g  objects ,  t h e  toad d e t e c t s  and  
analyzes  t h e m  in ro u g h ly  o n e  of tw o  ways: is t h e  
m o v in g  ob jec t  a h o r i z o n ta l  t h i n g  or  a ver t i ca l  th ing?  
F ea tu re  d e t e c to r s  in t h e  bra in  he lp  t h e  toad  to ac -
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com pl ish  this.  Fea tu re  d e t e c to r s  w o rk  l ike keys 
f i t t in g  in to  keyholes:  w h e n  an im age  pass ing over  
t h e  t o a d ’s eye  fits on to  a c o r r e s p o n d in g  im p r in t  in 
t h e  brain,  a bell r ings  and  t h e  toad reacts .  T he  th a la ­
m us  of t h e  t o a d ’s b ra in  has a fea tu re  d e t e c to r  th a t  
d e t e c t s  ver t i ca l  ob jec ts— like  t o a d m o n g e r i n g  s to rks— 
w h i le  t h e  op ti c  t e c tu m  has a fea tu re  d e t e c to r  th a t  
d e t e c t s  h o r izo n ta l  ob jec ts— like tasty  worms.  If t h e  
s t o r k - d e t e c t i n g  tha lam us  r ings,  t h e  toad h u n k e r s  
d o w n  in to  a crouch ;  if t h e  w o r m - d e t e c t i n g  opti c  
t e c tu m  rings,  t h e  toad goes  on t h e  h u n t .
Like a t o a d ’s, our  eyes and  brains  have  special  
f ea tu re  de t e c to r s  t h a t  “enco u ra g e"  us to r e c o g n iz e  
and  r eac t  to specific s t imuli .  C om pared  to toads, th e  
f ea tu re  de t e c to r s  in ou r  bra ins  a re  in f in i te ly  m o re  
c o m p le x — t h e  re su l t  of our  com para t ive ly  h u lk i n g  
bra ins— and la rge ly  myste r ious .  I have  read  of b ra in -  
in ju red  peop le  who ,  as a resu lt  of dam age  d o n e  to a 
p a r t i cu la r  p a r t  of th e i r  te m p o ra l  lobe, c a n n o t  r e c o g ­
n iz e  faces. T hey  can see pe r fec t ly  well ,  t h e y  can 
r e c o g n iz e  objects,  t h e y  can iden t i fy  peop le  by fami l ­
iar c lo th ing ,  but  w h e n  s how n  a facial p o r t r a i t  of 
t h e i r  fr iends,  t h e i r  spouses, even  themselves ,  t h e y  are  
at  a c o m p le te  loss.
Once,  e leven  years  ago, I, too, found myself  at a 
c o m p le te  loss.
It h a p p e n e d  soon af te r  t h e  ho rse  I was  r id in g  
in a d v e r te n t ly  f lung  h im se l f  on to  t h e  top  of a t h r e e -  
a n d - a - h a l f - f o o t  bund le  of logs. The  logs had  been  
lashed t o g e t h e r  to m a k e  a hogsback  jump,  t h e  second 
of f i f teen  obstacles  d o t t ed  t h r o u g h o u t  a t h r e e - m i l e  
c ro s s - c o u n t ry  course  over w h ic h  I was  r id in g  in 
c om p e t i t io n .  The  ju m p  was  s i tua ted  at  t h e  e d g e  of a 
dark  wood.  Beyond lay a g r e e n  field f looded w i th  
sun ligh t .  Spec ta to rs  t h r o n g e d  t h e  boundar ie s  of th e  
course,  lo u n g in g  in c luste rs  on e i t h e r  side of t h e  
bund le  of logs.
M y horse  and  I w e r e  on our  w ay  to leap ou t  of
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t h a t  da rk  w ood  in to  t h e  b r ig h t  f ield w h e n  it  d a w n e d  
on m e  th a t  m y  horse  was  p ay in g  no  a t t e n t i o n  to t h e  
logs d i rec t ly  in ou r  pa th ,  bu t  in s tead  had  locked  his 
eyes upon  t h e  colorful ly  dressed  spec ta to rs  l i n in g  
both  sides. I s lowed  h im  dow n,  a t t e m p t e d  to d i r ec t  
his  eyes t o w a rd  t h e  fence  by p u s h in g  his  head  a round  
w i t h  on e  hand ,  and  w h e n  f inal ly h e  c a u g h t  s igh t  of 
t h e  logs, h e  p a n ic k e d  and  leap t  w i ld ly  in to  t h e  a i r— a 
good tw o  s tr ides ea r ly— and  ins tead  of c l e a r in g  t h e  
logs w e  la nded  smack  on top  of th e m ,  s e n d in g  t h e m  
fly ing  apa r t  w h i l e  m y  ho rse  p i t c h e d  in to  a somersau l t  
and  I was  h u r l e d  h e l m e t - f i r s t  o n to  t h e  g round .
A coup le  of t h e  show  officials h e lp e d  m e  off t h e  
course  and  in to  a pa t c h  of shade,  w h e r e  I lay d o w n  
and  im m e d ia te ly  sank  in to  unconsc iousness .  W h e n  I 
awoke,  a m i d d le - a g e d  w o m a n  in a d roopy  s t r aw  h a t  
was  sea ted  bes ide me, w a t c h i n g  m e  w i t h  in te re s t .
She looked  vague ly  fami l i a r— as th o u g h  w e  had  m e t  
s o m e w h e r e  befo re  bu t  I c o u l d n ’t qu i te  p u t  m y  f in g e r  
on w h o  she was. I c o u l d n ’t have  said w h o  I was  
e i the r ,  or w h a t  I was  d o in g  ly ing  in a p a t c h  of shade  
in t h e  c o u n t ry s id e  of some u n k n o w n  landscape.  I 
could  d e t e c t  ob jec ts  all r igh t ,  bu t  I c o u l d n ’t iden t i fy  a 
th ing .  Suddenly  I was  g r ip p e d  w i t h  panic,  w h i c h  
inc luded  a fear  t h a t  those  a ro u n d  m e  m i g h t  sense m y  
to ta l  lack of cogn izance .
F e ig n in g  n oncha lance ,  I asked  t h e  w o m a n  in  t h e  
s t raw  h a t  a series of quest ions,  a le r t  for clues.  Over 
th e  n e x t  t h i r t y  minu tes ,  t h e  de tai ls  of m y  life r e ­
tu r n e d  in pieces, in fits and  starts,  and  I c a m e  to 
rea l ize— afte r  s tu d y in g  h e r  at  some l e n g t h — th a t  t h e  
w o m a n  seated  bes ide  m e  was m y  m o t h e r .  W h e n  I 
was  fully r e t u r n e d  to m y  senses,  t h e  w o m a n  in t h e  
s t raw  ha t  w h o  was  m y  m o t h e r  asked,  “Are you fee l ­
ing  b e t te r?”
“Yes.”
“Fine ,” she  said. “Le t ’s go h o m e . ”
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Visual m e m o r y  and  p e rc e p t io n  are  in e x t r i c a b ly  
l inked.  W e  use our  th in  ret inas ,  each  no b igge r  th a n  
a quar te r ,  to con t inuous ly  search  ou t  iden t i f i ab le  
ob jects  d o in g  r e c o g n izab le  th ings .  W e  locate o u r ­
selves in t h e  w or ld  m a in ly  by sight; w e  locate each  
o t h e r  and  all t h a t  su r rounds  us by s to r ing  up im ages  
in t h e  te m p o ra l  ph o to  albums of ou r  brains. Brains 
and  eyes,  s igh t  and  m em ory ,  s t r u c tu re  and  fu n c t i o n — 
each  ha lf  of a pai r  d e pends  on t h e  o the r .  To see is to 
r e m e m b e r ;  to see is to know .  M ost  of our  m e ta p h o r s  
for k n o w le d g e  revolve a round  “seeing."  T ha t  I could 
see m y  m o t h e r  and  n o t  k n o w  h e r  s tr ikes  m e  as 
u n u t t e r a b ly  s trange .
4. R eve la tions
After  a while ,  I s topped  s ee in g  t h e  w ay  I had  
w h e n  I was a child,  s cou r ing  t h e  lake bo t to m  for 
leeches.  It w a s n ’t a n y t h i n g  t rag ic  or  even  d ramatic .  I 
c a n ’t say t h a t  I was  pa r t i cu la r ly  a w a re  of it. It was 
l ike t h e  sif t ing  of d i r t  t h r o u g h  m y  fingers .  W h e n  th e  
d i r t  was  gone ,  I c lapped  m y  hands  br iskly  t o g e t h e r  
and th o u g h t ,  Ah, m u c h  b e t t e r  now! But h o w  did I 
k n o w  th a t  I w o u l d n ’t r a t h e r  be h o ld in g  a lovely 
handfu l  of d i r t  t h a n  n o t h i n g  at  all?
But I w e n t  ahead  and  g r e w  up, and  t h e r e  w e r e  
m o re  i m p o r t a n t  t h in g s  to t h i n k  abou t  t h a n  leeches,  
and  t r ee s  l ike  Spanish fans, and t h e  b lood - red  ber r ie s  
of t h e  sumac th i c k  as c luster s  of bees. T h e re  was  
co l lege  to cons ider .  T h e re  w e r e  careers .  T h e re  was  
m y  fu tu re.  T h e re  w e r e  heaps  of t h i n k i n g  to do. 
E v e ry th in g  I did took  on t h e  aspect  of in te l lec tua l  
prob ing .  W h i l e  w r i t i n g  papers  on e ru d i t e  subjects,  I 
jo t t e d  d o w n  no te s  on slips of paper:  “W h a t  does th is  
m e a n  to me? W h a t  has it  m e a n t  for  m y  life? W h y  is 
it im p o r ta n t ? ” I tu c k e d  t h e m  br isk ly away.  T he  d i r t  
sifted.
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D uring  t h a t  t ime,  I was  still to y in g  w i t h  t h e  idea  
of b e c o m in g  a doctor .  M y fa ther ,  w h o  was  h im se l f  a 
doctor ,  k e p t  his  medica l  t e x tb o o k s  in  t h e  b a s e m e n t  
of our  house.  W h e n  I was  in h i g h  school,  and  la te r  
on  b reaks  f rom col lege,  I de s cen d e d  in to  t h e  m u r k y  
g lo om  of t h e  basem en t ,  d r a g g e d  t h e  damp, h eavy  
vo lum es  ou t  f rom th e i r  boxes,  sat on  t h e  b a s e m e n t  
s tairs  and  fo rced  mysel f  to p o re  over th e m ,  in o rd e r  
to p r e p a r e  for m y  f u tu r e  in m e d ic ine .  T h e r e  w e r e  
i n n u m e r a b le  p ic tu re s  of p eop le  w i t h  a s t a g g e r i n g  
v a r ie ty  of diseases and  deformi t ies ;  t h e r e  w e r e  c lose-  
ups of abno rm a l  t issues and  f e s t e r i n g  sores, and  all 
th o se  ana tom ica l  d r a w in g s  th a t  m a k e  peo p le  look 
l ike  m ach ines .  I m a d e  mysel f  look at  all of it. I f ig ­
u red  it  w ou ld  be good for me; it  w ou ld  p r e p a r e  m e  
for real  life. Above ground ,  t h e  t r ee s  and  hil ls and  
an imals  t h a t  had  o n c e  g ra b b e d  m y  eyes  and  he ld  
t h e m  w e r e  s e e m i n g  in c re a s in g ly  dull in com par ison .
I s topped  n o t i c i n g  th ings ;  I no  lo n g e r  pa id  m u c h  
a t t e n t io n .
Our  c u l tu r e  pu ts  a h i g h  va lue  on  p rag m a t i sm .  W e  
a re  t a u g h t  as ch i ld r e n  to be ra t ional ,  to be ob ject ive ,  
to be h a r d w o r k i n g  and  ambit ious .  This  was  t h e  
d i r e c t io n  in w h i c h  I was  s teadfast ly  headed .  But h o w  
is o n e  to be ra t iona l  w i t h  a bird? To be ob jec t ive  
w i t h  a pa in t ing?  To be h a r d w o r k i n g  an d  am bi t ious  
w i t h  a f lower?
I d o n ’t m e a n  to sound m e lo d ram a t ic .  I t ' s jus t  t h a t  
w h e n  it  c a m e  to t h e  physica l  senses, I b e c a m e  s o m e ­
w h a t  co m p lace n t .  I le a rned  to e x p e c t  w h a t  I saw; I 
le a rned  to see w h a t  I e x p e c te d .  I l e a rn ed  to be smug.  
But t h e  o n e  t h i n g  abou t  t r u e  s e e in g  is t h a t  i t  swif t ly  
r em oves  all smugness .  C ons ider  t h e  s i f t ing  dir t .  
Almost  t w o - t h i r d s  of t h e  to ta l  v e g e t a t i o n  of t h e  
grass lands  upon  w h i c h  I g r e w  up is u n d e rg ro u n d .  If 
placed en d  to end,  t h e  roots  and  roo t  ha i rs  t h a t  g r o w  
b e n e a th  o n e  meas ly  square  yard  of ta l lgrass p ra i r i e  
wou ld  s t r e t c h  for t w e n t y  miles. A square  foot  of t h a t
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p ra ir ie  soil ho lds abou t half  a m ill ion  nem atodes , 
l i t t le  c ra w lin g  c rea tu res ,  w h ic h  has led eco log is ts  to 
c o n c lu d e  th a t  nem atodes ,  n o t  bison, have  p robab ly  
alw ays b een  th e  d o m in a n t  p la n t - e a te r s  of th e  p ra ir ie .
Of course, t h a t ’s n o t  m u c h  of a surprise , th e se  
days. T h e re  a r e n ’t m a n y  bison left. T h e re  isn ’t m u c h  
p ra ir ie  left, e i th e r .  P rac tica l ly  ev e ry o n e  k n o w s  tha t;  I 
w o n ’t bo re  you w i th  th e  g o ry  details . Suffice to say 
th a t  because  of th e se  facts and  o the rs ,  so m e w h e re  
a lo n g  th e  l ine  I dec id ed  n o t  to  becom e  a doctor.  It 
ju s t  w a s n ’t for me. I rea l ized  th a t  u n d e rn e a th  m y 
p ra g m a tic  com posure ,  th e  p ic tu re s  in  th o se  m ed ica l 
te x t s  w e re  m a k in g  m e  sick.
T h en  so m e w h e re  a lo n g  th e  line, I s ta r te d  to  see 
again .
It d id n ’t com e  easy; i t  took  a c o n c e r te d  effo rt on 
m y  part,  and  on th e  p a r t  of th e  th in g s  th a t  w e re  
t r y in g  to g e t  m e  to  p ry  a p a r t  m y s tu b b o rn  eyes and  
brain . I w as tw e n t y - o n e  and  v is i t in g  th e  N ational 
G allery  in London. R o u n d in g  a co rn e r ,  I cam e upon  a 
p a in t in g  by van  G o g h — a c ru d e  w o o d en  ch a ir  w i th  a 
rush  seat: an  ob jec t  a l to g e th e r  o rd inary , y e t  so e x ­
t ra o rd in a ry  th a t  th e  e x p e r i e n c e  of see in g  it  w as like  
w a lk in g  face -f i r s t  in to  a b r ick  wall. It w as as th o u g h  
van G ogh had  s tr ip p e d  aw ay  all th e  dullness, all th e  
com placency , had  shaved and  sh ivered  all of life 
d ow n  to th e  h e a t  and  l ig h t  and  m a t te r  c o n ta in e d  in a 
s ing le  t r e m b l in g  chair ,  and  th e n  had  p a in te d  it  as 
th o u g h  h is  v ery  soul d e p e n d e d  on it. P e rhaps  it  did. 
He w as a so m e w h a t  u n h in g e d  indiv idual. In A  Natural 
H istory  of the Senses, Diane A ckerm an  w r i te s  th a t  van 
G ogh m ay have  suffered from  te m p o ra l  lobe epilepsy, 
p o iso n in g  by th e  d ig ita l is  a d m in is te re d  to t r e a t  th e  
epilepsy, c e re b ra l  tum or, syphilis, m ag n es iu m  d e f i­
c iency , and  severe  depress ion ; h e  also d ra n k  k e ro se n e  
and  a te  p a in t— any  or all of w h ic h  could have  af­
f l ic ted  h is  p e rso n a l i ty  as w ell as vision, e x a g g e ra t in g  
yellow s and  cau s in g  h im  to see halos a ro u n d  lights .
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But th a t  chair!  T h e  w ood  g lo w e d  and  g lo w e re d  
w i t h  l ight ,  t h e  rushes  in t h e  seat  b u rn e d  w i t h  an 
i n n e r  f i re— t h e  same fire  I saw ins ide  those  p ra i r i e  
grasses as a child.  T h e r e  lay abso lu te  color,  p u re  
l ight ,  dist i l led em o t ion .  T h e r e  lay t h e  p a i n t e r ’s soul 
and  t h e r e  stood m i n e  befo re  it, fully p r e s e n t  and  fully 
lit in t h e  t w i n  beau t ie s  of l igh t  and  color.
People  see in co lor  pa r t ly  because  w e  evolved  as 
f ru i t - e a te r s ,  an  evo lu t ion  th a t  enab led  us to easi ly 
p ick  ou t  f ru i t  aga ins t  a g r e e n  b a ckg round .  Color 
vision  also h e lp e d  a le r t  us to t h e  d a n g e r s  of poisonous  
p lan ts  and  animals,  w h i c h  o f ten  w e a r  b r ig h t  w a r n i n g  
colors l ike yel low, o range ,  and  red. T h e r e  a re  tw o  
types  of ph o to s en s i t iv e  r e c e p to r s  found  in t h e  th i n  
r e t i n a  t h a t  l ines  t h e  back  of ou r  eyeballs  l ike  a skin: 
rods and  cones.  W e  p e rce iv e  co lor  w i t h  t h e  cones  of 
ou r  eyes, and  on ly  in m o d e r a t e  to b r ig h t  l igh t .  T h r e e  
types  of c ones— each  c o n t a i n i n g  d i f f e re n t  fo rms  of 
visual p i g m e n t s — res p o n d  d i f fe re n t ly  to red,  g reen ,  
and  blue w av e le n g th s .  About seven  mi l l ion  of t h e se  
cones  a re  c lu s te red  on  t h e  ce n t r a l  fovea, a small 
ho l low  in t h e  m idd le  of t h e  re t ina .  O uts ide  of t h e  
fovea, o n e  h u n d r e d  and  t w e n t y - f i v e  mi l l ion  rods a re  
d i s t r ib u ted  t h r o u g h o u t  t h e  re s t  of t h e  r e t i n a  to 
d e t e c t  lu m in o s i ty — shades  of w h i t e  and  black,  bu t  no 
co lor— useful  for  n i g h t  vision,  w h e n  t h e r e  i sn ’t 
e n o u g h  l ig h t  to m a k e  t h e  cones  f ire  t h e i r  co lo re d  
messages  to t h e  brain.  At n i g h t  w e  d o n ’t see in color.  
And since  rods a re  loca ted  ou ts ide  of t h e  ce n t r a l  
fovea, to see ob jec ts  wel l  at  n i g h t  w e  m u s t  look 
s l igh t ly  aw ay  f rom th e m .
Color i tself  com es  f rom t h e  b e n d i n g  of l ight .  The  
w h i t e  l ig h t  f rom t h e  sun is ac tua l ly  com posed  of an 
in f in i te  n u m b e r  of w av e le n g th s ,  or  bund les  of e n ­
ergy,  t h a t  have  v a ry in g  a m o u n ts  of pl iabil i ty.  Of th is  
in f in i te  n u m b e r  of w av e le n g th s ,  w e  pe rc e iv e  abou t  
seven g roups  of colors: t h e  seven  colors of t h e  s pec ­
t rum .  W h e n  l ig h t  t ravels  t h r o u g h  a prism, such as a
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w a te r  d ro p le t  suspended  in  a ir ,  th e  w a v e le n g th s  each  
b e n d  a c c o rd in g  to  t h e i r  in d iv id u a l a b i l i t ie s  and  
se p a ra te  in to  bands o f  reds, o ra n g e s , y e llo w s , g re e n s , 
b lues, in d ig o s , and  v io le ts .  I k n o w  th is  and  y e t, in  
t r u th ,  I u n d e rs ta n d  i t  n o  b e tte r .  W h a t  t r ic k e r y  is 
th is?  I lo o k  a t a ra in b o w — I h a ve  n o  id e a  w h y  I see 
w h a t  I see. O r w h y  I d o n ’ t  see w h a t  I d o n ’ t  see. A t 
th e  age o f  e ig h t ,  I asked m y  m o th e r  w h e re  G od liv e d .
W e  w e re  in  th e  k i tc h e n ,  b a k in g  a cake . F o r som e 
reason , I w as se ized  b y  th e  d e s ire  to  see H is  Face, 
a f te r  a ll th o s e  c h u rc h  se rv ice s  th a t  sp o ke  so g l ib ly  o f 
G od and  e ve n  had  p ic tu re s  o f  G od, th o u g h  fo r  th e  l i f e  
o f  m e  I had  seen n e i th e r  H id e  n o r  H a ir  o f  H im . So I 
p u t  th e  q u e s tio n  to  m y  m o th e r .
“ G od is  e v e ry w h e re ,” she a n s w e re d , m a t te r - o f -  
fa c t ly .  M y  m o th e r  w as ra ise d  C a th o lic ,  w i t h  L a t in  
masses and  b la c k  v e ils  o v e r  th e  head. M y  q u e s tio n  
d id n ’t  s t r ik e  h e r  as p a r t ic u la r ly  c h a lle n g in g .
“ E v e ry w h e re ? ” I re p e a te d . I g la n c e d  a ro u n d . “ E ven 
in  th e  oven? ”
“ E ven  in  th e  o v e n ,” she said.
N o w  w h e n e v e r  I use an o ve n , I ta k e  a g o o d  lo n g  
lo o k . B u t I c o u ld  sw e a r I ’ve  n e v e r  seen G od  th e re . So 
w h ic h  do I dou b t?  T h e  e x is te n c e  o f  G od o r  th e  r e l i ­
a b i l i t y  o f  m y  senses? Senses can  be d e c e iv in g ; o n e  
m u s t ta k e  ca re  n o t  to  r e ly  to o  h e a v i ly  u p o n  th e m .
Last Ju ly , I to o k  a d a y  and  h ik e d  up  in to  th e  m o u n ­
ta in s  n e a r w h e re  I n o w  l iv e  in  M o n ta n a . I had  
c l im b e d  to  th e  to p  o f  a h i l l  and  w as w a n d e r in g  a b o u t 
in  th e  grasses, e x p lo r in g  fo r  w i ld f lo w e r s  and  k e e p in g  
an eye  o u t fo r  a g o o d  sp o t to  l ie  d o w n  in  th e  sun and 
read . As I s te p p e d  o v e r  a p a tc h  o f p u rp le -e y e d  
m a riposas , th e re  w as a sudden  e x p lo s io n  o f  c ra s h in g  
b ru s h — s ta lk s  o f  d r y  grasses h u r t le d  in to  th e  a ir  as a 
g ia n t  beast lu rc h e d  up  o u t o f  th e  v e ry  e a r th  and  
lu n g e d — w h ic h  w a y , i t  w as im p o s s ib le  to  te l l .  I t  w as 
so sudden  and  fe ro c io u s — i t  w as so m ass ive— i t  
sm ashed in to  th e  l ig h t .  I t  w as a v io le n t  beast, a
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spo t ted  beast,  a speck led  fawn, a t i n y  t h i n g  t h a t  I had  
scared up from its small, cu r le d  nes t  in t h e  t h i c k  
grasses,  w h e r e  it  w ou ld  have  lain w i t h  its t i n y  hooves  
fo lded l ike buds aga in s t  its w h i t e  belly, h o ld in g  
pe r fec t ly  still bu t  for t h e  f l ick of eyelashes ,  t h e  fa in t  
pulse  of b re a th  on its sides, un ti l  I c a m e  a lo n g  and  
n ea r ly  t r a m p le d  it. After  a few  hops  over  t h e  top  of 
t h e  hill, t h e  fawn d ro p p ed  back  d o w n  in to  t h e  
grasses and  was  still. And I s tood  th e re ,  f ee l in g  
r idiculous.
5. P red a t io n
Up un t i l  abou t  t w e n t y  mi l l ion  years  ago, our  
p r e h u m a n  ances to r s  lived in t h e  woods.  Over  t h e  f ive 
m i l l ion  years  t h a t  fo l lowed,  c l im a t ic  c h a n g e s  and  f ire  
s h ra n k  t h e  fores ts  and  jungles ,  f o rc in g  us ou t  on to  
t h e  p la ins and  grasslands.  It was  t h e n  t h a t  ou r  vision 
real ly  to o k  off and  left  t h e  o t h e r  senses  in t h e  dust: 
w h i l e  our eyes  m a k e  up less t h a n  o n e  p e r c e n t  of t h e  
w e i g h t  of our  heads,  a full s even ty  p e r c e n t  of ou r  
bod y ’s sense r e c e p to r s  a re  loca ted  th e re .  So, in t h e  
Book of Revelat ions ,  w h e n  t h e  four  h o r s e m e n  of t h e  
Apocalypse coax  t h e  slain lamb to p r e v ie w  t h e  h o r ­
rors  t h a t  s ignal  t h e  en d  of t h e  world ,  t h e y  offer  h im  
t h e  s t r an g e ly  qua in t  e n t re a ty ,  “Com e and  see .”
Our ances to rs  cam e  to d e p e n d  on t h e i r  eyes  in 
those  w id e  o p en  spaces of t h e  ear ly  plains, us ing  
th e i r  vision bo th  to loca te  p rey  and  to k e e p  an eye  
ou t  for  o t h e r  p redators .  P reda to rs  l ike us have  th e i r  
eyes set  on  t h e  f ro n t  of f l a t t e n e d  faces, c r e a t i n g  a 
na r row ,  b inocular ,  f o r w a r d - d i r e c t e d  field of v ie w  
t h a t ’s useful for s i g h t i n g  and  t r a c k i n g  prey .  T h e  tw o  
o v e r l a p p in g  im ages— o n e  f rom  each  e y e — th a t  w e  g e t  
w i th  our  b inocu la r  vision are  i n t e g r a t e d  in ou r  bra ins  
to p rov ide  us w i t h  im p o r t a n t  in fo rm a t io n  abou t  
dis tance,  w h i c h  w e  pe rce ive  as t h r e e  d im ens ions ,  or 
dep th .  To m a x im i z e  d e p t h  p e rce p t io n ,  you  have  to
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m a x i m i z e  o v e r l a p  f ro m  t h e  t w o  eyes,  w h i c h  m e a n s  
t h e y  b o t h  h a v e  to  be  p o i n t e d  in  t h e  s a m e  d i r e c t i o n  
(fo rward) ,  l e a v i n g  p r e d a t o r s  w i t h  l i t t l e  in  t h e  w a y  of 
l a t e ra l  v i e w — a d r a w b a c k  t h a t ’s c o m p e n s a t e d  for  w i t h  
n e c k s  t h a t  swive l .
Prey,  a lw a y s  v u l n e r a b l e  to  b e i n g  p o u n c e d  o n  f ro m  
a n y  w h i c h  way ,  h a v e  e y e s  se t  on  t h e  s ides  of  t h e i r  
h e a d .  Th i s  g ives  p r e y  a n im a l s  l i t t l e  in  t h e  w a y  of 
o v e r l a p p i n g  im ages ,  w h i c h  leaves  t h e m  w i t h  a r a t h e r  
f la t  p i c t u r e  of  t h in g s .
T h e  p r e y  o u r  e a r l y  a n c e s t o r s  w e r e  a f t e r  a n d  t h e  
p r e d a t o r s  t h e y  w e r e  t r y i n g  to  avo id  usua l ly  s p o r t e d  
s o m e  c o m b i n a t i o n  of  s u p e r i o r  s e n se  of  smell  or  
h e a r i n g ,  f a s t e r  speed ,  l a r g e r  size,  a n d  g r e a t e r  
s t r e n g t h  t h a n  th e y .  Eyes a n d  b r a in s  w e r e  o u r  c o m ­
p e t i t i v e  e d g e .  T h e y  a p p e a r  to  h a v e  w o r k e d ,  too.  Mass  
e x t i n c t i o n s  of  l a r g e  m a m m a l s ,  e s p e c i a l l y  l a r g e  h e r d  
an im a ls ,  o c c u r r e d  o n  a n u m b e r  of  c o n t i n e n t s  s h o r t l y  
a f t e r  t h e  a rr iva l  of h u m a n s  t h o u s a n d s  of  y e a r s  ago. 
T h i s  e x t r a o r d i n a r y  c o i n c i d e n c e  h a s  led s c i e n t i s t s  to  
f o r m u l a t e  t h e  P l e i s t o c e n e  o v e rk i l l  t h e o r y :  in  a n u t ­
shell ,  w e  k i l l e d  t h e m .  S o m e  7396 of  t h e  l a r g e  m a m ­
m als  in  N o r t h  A m e r i c a  w e n t  e x t i n c t  soon  a f t e r  
h u m a n s  a r r i v e d  o v e r  t h e  i ce  b r i d g e  w e  call  t h e  
B e r in g  S t r a i t  a r o u n d  12,000 y e a r s  ago .  S o u th  A m e r i c a  
lost  8o 96 of  i ts  l a r g e  m a m m a ls ;  in  Aus tra l ia ,  8696 
d i s a p p e a r e d .  A l i t t l e  s t r u c t u r e  a n d  a lot  of  f u n c t i o n  
c a n  g e t  you  i n t o  t ro u b le .
O urs  is a s o c ie t y  of  voye u rs .  W h e r e  d id  c u r i o s i t y  
go  w r o n g  a n d  t u r n  i n t o  s o m e t h i n g  f u r t i v e  a n d  d a n ­
ge rous?  S h o p p i n g  for  g r o c e r i e s  w i t h  m y  m o t h e r  a t  
t h e  a g e  of  four,  s i t t i n g  in  t h e  ba c k  of t h e  c a r t  w i t h  
m y  legs  d a n g l i n g  b e t w e e n  t h e  m e t a l  spokes,  I w o u l d  
s t a r e  o u t  a t  t h e  h u n c h e d  old ladies ,  a t  t h e  s ick,  a t  t h e  
c r ip p l e d ,  w i t h  a so r t  of  f a s c i n a t io n  a n d  h o r r o r .  M y  
m o t h e r  to ld  m e  i t  w a s  h u r t f u l  to  s tare ,  so I s toppe d .
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Or t r i ed  to. S om e t im e s  I jus t  b eca m e  shamefu l ly  
steal thy,  p e e r i n g  at  t h e m  t h r o u g h  s ide long  glances,  
or  f rom b eh in d  t h e  bl ind of m y  cu p p ed  h a n d  o r — 
w h e n  I was  o lde r  and  c l e v e re r— a box of jello, a can 
of soup.
Later ,  in m y  t e n t h  or  e l e v e n th  year,  I had  a 
m a c a b re  des i re  to see an  autopsy.  I used to ask m y  
fa th e r  to tell  m e  h o w  it was  done.  He w ou ld  descr ibe  
for m e  how, if t h e  pa tho log is t  w a n t s  to see t h e  hear t ,  
h e  takes  p r u n i n g  shears  to cu t  t h r o u g h  t h e  b r e a s t ­
bone,  t h e n  grabs  hold  of it  and  p r ies  t h e  r ibs ap a r t  as 
t h o u g h  h e  w e r e  o p e n i n g  a w ard robe .  He w ould  
descr ibe  for m e  how, if t h e  pa tho log is t  w a n t s  to see 
t h e  brain,  h e  carves a c i rc le  a ro u n d  t h e  b oney  head  
w i t h  a l i t t le  shop saw and  lifts off t h e  skull l ike it  
was  a bean ie .  I asked  m y  f a th e r  if I could  go a long  
and  w a tc h  th is  som et im e ,  and  h e  said sure.
I n e v e r  did g e t  a round  to it. At t h e  t ime,  it 
s eem ed  th a t  a lack of p lann ing ,  logist ical  snags, 
p e rh a p s  an acc id e n t  of c o n f l i c t i n g  schedu les— m y  
f a t h e r ’s and  m i n e — p r e v e n t e d  m e  f rom t a k i n g  p a r t  as 
an observer  in t h e se  r ites.  Despite  m y  ear ly  d e t e r m i ­
n a t io n  to adop t  a cool, scien t if ic  d e m e a n o r  w h e n  it  
c am e  to spli t  eyeballs,  cloven  skulls  and  g a p i n g  
th o rac ic  cavit ies , I was  at  h e a r t  an e m o t io n a l  kid.
You could  say t h a t  w e  a re  cur ious  for reasons  t h a t  
have  to do w i t h  e x p l o r i n g  t h e  w or ld  ou ts ide  of 
ourselves.  You could say th a t  w e  a re  in t e r e s t e d  in 
h o w  o th e r s  e x p e r i e n c e  life, h o w  th e y  cope  w i th  
diff iculties ,  or  t h a t  w e  long  to ga in  some in s ig h t  in to  
avo id ing  o t h e r ’s misfor tunes .  You could  say t h a t  our  
fasc ina t ions  can be t raced  back  to some a n c i e n t  
in s t i n c t  to cast  ou t  t h e  “u n f i t ” or  t h e  “d a n g e ro u s , ” 
and  in so doing,  save ourselves.  Horses t e n d  to d isl ike 
those  of t h e i r  k in d  th a t  a re  l igh t -co lo re d :  pa le  grey,  
or  worse ,  w h i t e .  In a h e rd  of dom es t ic  horses,  th e  
da rk  horses  will  t e n d  to h a n g  t o g e t h e r  and  dr ive  ou t  
t h e  w h i te ,  r e s p o n d in g  in s t inc t ive ly  to a c i r c u m s ta n c e
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th a t  h is to r ica l ly  w ou ld  have  a t t r a c te d  p red a to rs  from  
afar— a b r ig h t  w h i te  h o rse  s tands ou t like  a l i g h t ­
house  on a grassy  p la in — a l th o u g h  abou t th e  on ly  
p re d a to r  th o se  dom est ic  ho rses  have  to w o rry  abou t 
n o w  is us. Of course, w e  d o n ’t h u n t  dow n  w h i te  
horses  and  ea t  them , anym ore .  W e  p u t  th e m  in  th e  
circus.
At a d in n e r  p a r ty  several w eek s  ago, o n e  of our 
g ues ts  to ld  a s to ry  abou t h e r  g r e a t - a u n t  w h o  had  
b een  o n e  of a pa ir  of tw in s  born  five w eek s  p re m a ­
tu re  back in  th e  ea r ly  p a r t  of th is  cen tu ry .  At b ir th ,  
th e  g r e a t - a u n t ,  w h o  is n o w  e ig h ty - s ix  and  exp resses  
h e rse lf  by p e r fo rm in g  m o no logues  as th e  c h a ra c te r  
M ary  M agdalene , w e ig h e d  ju s t  tw o  pounds— th e  size 
of tw o  o n e -p o u n d  c h u n k s  of b u t te r .  She w ou ld  have 
d ied  (and sadly, h e r  tw in  s is te r  soon did) w i th o u t  an 
incuba to r .  T h e re  w e re  no  in c u b a to rs  available  in  th e  
to w n ’s hosp ita ls  a t th a t  tim e, or p e rh ap s  th e y  w e re  
too  few  or too  e x p en s iv e  for h e r  p a re n ts  to afford. So 
h e r  p a re n ts  ca rr ied  th e i r  tw o  babies d ow n  to th e  
circus, th e  on ly  p lace  in to w n  w h e r e  you could  g e t  
free  access to an incuba to r ,  w h e r e  those  babies 
lived— and one  d ie d — d u r in g  th e  first few  m o n th s  of 
th e i r  lives. You see, peo p le  back th e n  w ou ld  pay to 
see p reem ies ,  th e  sam e w ay  th e y  w ou ld  pay to see 
o th e r  unusually  shaped  peop le  and  an im als  w h o m  
th e y  called  freaks.
I, too, have  paid  to see freaks. I w ould  like  to say 
th a t  it  h a p p e n e d  a long  t im e  ago, bu t four years  ago 
m y f r iends  and  I w e re  at th e  M in n e so ta  S ta te  Fair. 
T he  n ig h t  sky ree led  w i th  th e  fan tas t ic  l ig h ts  of th e  
r ides  and  r a n g  w i th  th e  sh r iek s  of r ide rs  and  th e  
a w k w a rd  c l in k  of o rg an  music. W e  w e re  loafing, 
ex h au s te d ,  on th e  packed  d ir t  of th e  m id w ay  w h ile  
gusts  of u n n a tu ra l ly  w arm  air  sm e ll ing  of h o t  g rease  
w afted  over us, w a n t in g  to leave for h o m e  but w i th  
six t ic k e ts  left over from  th e  day and  a d u l l -w i t te d  
d e te rm in a t io n  to spend them . And as w e  w e re  s tan d -
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i n g  r i g h t  n e x t  to t h e  W o r l d ’s Fa t tes t  M a n —880 
Pounds, And Still Growing— w e  t h o u g h t  i t  w o u ld  be 
h i l a r ious  to t a k e  a peek ,  and  so tw o  of us w e n t  for 
t h r e e  t i c k e t s  ap iece.
I had  seen  Big Ber tha at  th i s  same fair  w h e n  I was  
a ch i ld  of seven.  I r e m e m b e r  w a l k i n g  up o n to  a 
b oa rdw alk  t h a t  was  buil t  a longs ide  a t r a i l e r  h o m e —  
o n e  sec t ion  of it  p la te  glass to a c c o m m o d a te  v i e w ­
ers— w h e r e  Big Ber tha  l ived and  ate,  and  i t  w as  all 
v e ry  ta ste fu l ly  done:  I was  outside,  she  was  inside,  
b e h in d  t h e  w in d o w ;  I could  g a p e  in c o m fo r t  and  
r e la t ive  unobtrus iveness ,  and  she could  w a t c h  T.V. 
and  ea t  h a m b u r g e r s  in t h e  a i r - c o n d i t i o n e d  c o m fo r t  of 
h e r  o w n  h o m e  and  w orkp lace .
N ot so w i t h  t h e  W o r l d ’s Fa t tes t  M an.  I was  lu red  
in to  a t ra i le r ,  w h e r e  I e x p e c t e d  to v ie w  t h e  W o r l d ’s 
Fa t tes t  M an  lo u n g i n g  in some sort  of m a k e sh i f t  
l iv ing  qua r te r s  (an iden t i f i ab le  ob jec t  d o in g  a r e c o g ­
n iz ab le  th ing) ,  bu t  w h a t  I found  was  qu i te  t h e  o p p o ­
site. O nce  inside,  t h e  W o r l d ’s F a t tes t  M a n  w as  n o t  a 
f i n g e r ’s b r e a d t h  aw ay  on  m y  left, c lad in shabby,  
f o u l - s m e l l i n g  c lo thes  and  sea ted  in w h a t  can  on ly  be 
desc r ibed  as a t iny ,  w h i t e w a s h e d  p e n a l ty  b o x — t h e  
k in d  found  in h o c k e y  a rena s— only  la rge  e n o u g h  to 
enc lose  his  sad bulk  and  a m in u te ,  b lack  and  w h i t e  
T.V. set  on  a shelf,  to w h i c h  his  eyes  w e r e  dully 
t rans f ixed .  T h e  w a lk w a y  was  n o t  t h e  spacious, t idy  
boa rdw a lk  I was  e x p e c t i n g  bu t  a th in ,  p e e l in g  c o r r i ­
dor  b o rd e red  on  t h e  ou ts ide  by p lyw ood  walls  t h a t  
fo l lowed e x a c t ly  t h e  p e r i m e t e r  of t h e  p e n a l ty  box,  so 
t h a t  d u r i n g  m y  e n t i r e  v i e w i n g  t i m e  I was  n o t  m o r e  
t h a n  seven or  e i g h t  in c h es  f rom t h e  W o r l d ’s Fa tt es t  
Man.
Embarrassed,  I r e f r a in ed  f rom e x a m i n i n g  t h e  
W o r l d ’s Fa t tes t  M a n ’s bel ly b u t ton .  I av e r t ed  m y  
a t t e n t i o n  f rom t h e  folds of his  breasts ,  t h e  m a g n i t u d e  
of his  th ighs .  I k e p t  m y  eyes  bolt  forw ard ,  m y  b re a th  
shallow, and  m y  ex p re s s io n  poli te ,  w i t h  a h i n t  of
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l ig h th e a r te d n e ss ,  as th o u g h  it  w e re  all ju s t  a la rk  
th a t  I was th e r e  a t all— as th o u g h  I on ly  bum bled  in 
by a c c id e n t  and  was n o t  th e  least b it in te re s te d  in 
th e  W o r ld ’s F a ttes t  Anything— as th o u g h  I had  no 
in te n t io n  of ac tua lly  s ta r in g  a t h im , of fa s te n in g  m y 
g re e d y  l i t t le  eyes on h is  am ple  carcass.
O ne day I w as g a l lo p in g  m y h o rse  th ro u g h  th e  
w oods w i th  m y  h ead  th ro w n  back, w a tc h in g  th e  
b ran ch e s  sway and  sw erve  like  d a rk  te n ta c le s  aga in s t 
a b lue  sea of sky, and  th e  n e x t  I was lay ing  dow n  
m o n e y  to see a fat m an  w a tc h  T.V. in  a box.
6. G lo ry
O ne n ig h t  last sum m er, I sat w i th  a f r ien d  on th e  
g ra n i te  ed g e  of a pond  in  th e  B it te r ro o t  m oun ta in s ,  
c loaked  in th e  l ig h t  of a full m oon. T he  m oon  shone  
do w n  like  a siren, its no isy  l ig h t  sp lash ing  in  w h i te  
p a tch es  on th e  b lack w a te r .  T he  p a tch es  of l ig h t  fell 
over th e  pond  like  jave lins  of ligh t.  T h e re  w as a puff 
of w ind , and  w e  w a tc h e d  th e  p a tch es  b reak  ap a r t  and  
dance  to w ard s  us. M y fr iend  observed  th a t  th e  l ig h t  
was p o in t in g  to  us over th e  w a te r .
“I th in k  th a t  no  m a t te r  w h e re  w e  sat th e  l ig h t  
w ou ld  p o in t  to  us,” I said.
“T ha t 's  im poss ib le ,” C h ris tian  said.
So w e  c o n d u c ted  an e x p e r im e n t .  W h i le  I r e ­
m a in ed  in our spot, she rose and  t r o t te d  up th e  
g r a n i t e  beach. E igh ty  fee t  away, she s topped  to 
re p o r t  th a t  I was r ig h t .  Amazed, she began  w a lk in g  
back and  fo rth , w a tc h in g  th e  l ig h t  slide over th e  
w a te r ,  fo l low ing  h e r  as she m oved across th e  rock.
I r e m e m b e r  k n o w in g  th is  abou t th e  m oon, bu t I 
d o n ’t r e m e m b e r  le a rn in g  th a t  it was so. W h a t  I recall 
is b e in g  a ch ild  in th e  cold n ig h ts  of a n o r th e rn  
sum m er, c ross ing  W h i te ta i l  Lake from th e  m a in land  
to our island. I r e m e m b e r  s i t t in g  c ro u ch e d  aga inst 
th e  cold on th e  p lank  seat of th e  te n -h o r s e ,  p e e r in g
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o v e r  t h e  r o u g h  o r a n g e  ca n v as  of  t h e  l ife p r e s e r v e r  
t h a t  b u l g e d  a r o u n d  m y  n e c k  to  w a t c h  t h e  ta i l  of  t h e  
m o o n  r a c e  o v e r  t h e  w a t e r  w i t h  m e — a g l i t t e r i n g  
i c i c le  of  l i g h t  t h a t  p i e r c e d  t h e  boa t  e x a c t l y  a t  m y  
body.
Above,  t h e  b l u e - b l a c k  sky  w a s  s t r e w n  w i t h  a r i o t  
of  s ta r s— m o r e  s ta rs  t h a n  I i m a g i n e d  poss ib le .  W h e n  I 
s t a r e d  r o u n d - e y e d  i n t o  t h a t  n o r t h e r n  n i g h t  sky, I fe l t  
t h e  s ta r s  pul l  m e  t o w a r d s  t h e m  w i t h  s p i d e r y  t h r e a d s  
of  s o m e t h i n g  c l e a r  a n d  m y s t e r i o u s .  I t  w a s  a lm o s t  
g r a c e — or  m e r c y .  I c o u l d n ’t  n a m e  i t  t h e n ,  a n d  I sti l l  
c a n ’t, e x c e p t  to  say t h a t  i t  r e m i n d s  m e  of  s o m e  w o r d s  
I o n c e  h e a r d  s p o k e n  by  a p h y s i c i s t  t r y i n g  to  e x p l a i n  
c o n c e p t s  a b o u t  h o w  t h e  u n i v e r s e  w o r k s .  W h a t  h e  
said was,  “ E t e r n i t y  is n o w . ”
E t e r n i t y  w a s  b a c k  t h e n ,  too.  M a k i n g  s n o w  a n g e l s  
a t  n i g h t  w i t h  m y  l i t t l e  b r o t h e r ,  I g l i m p s e d  it. Bound  
up  in  snow s u i t s ,  w e  h a d  r u n  o u t  i n t o  t h e  f r o n t  y a rd  
l a t e  a f t e r  a h e a v y  s n ow .  T h e  sky  h a d  c le a re d ;  a 
w a r m e r  w i n d  h a d  s t a r t e d  to  blow.  W e  j u m p e d  to  a 
s po t  d e e p  in  t h e  dr i f ts ,  lay d o w n ,  f l a p p e d  o u r  a r m s  
a n d  legs  v igo rous ly ,  a n d  t h e n  c a re f u l l y  ro se  a n d  l e a p t  
b a c k  o u t  of  t h e  d e p re s s io n ,  so as n o t  to  l eave  a n y  
f o o t p r i n t s  t h a t  m i g h t  c o n n e c t  o u r  a n g e l s  to  t h i s  
w o r ld .  W e  d id  t h i s  o v e r  a n d  over ,  u n t i l  t h e r e  w a s  a 
w h o l e  c h o i r  of  a n g e l s  in  t h e  ya rd .  T h e  l i g h t  of  t h e  
m o o n  b e n t  t h r o u g h  t h e  v a p o r  t h a t  c u r l e d  up  f ro m  t h e  
s n o w  ange ls ,  s p l i n t e r i n g  i n t o  co lo r s  t h a t  g l i t t e r e d  
d a r k l y  o n  t h e  s n ow .  S t a n d i n g  t h e r e  l o o k i n g  a t  t h e  
a nge ls ,  s o m e t h i n g  in s i d e  of  m e  rose,  l e a p t  f ro m  t h e  
d r y  g ras ses  of  d a i ly  e x i s t e n c e ,  c r a s h e d  u p w a r d s  i n t o  
t h e  l i g h t  of  m y  ro u n d ,  m o o n l i t  eyes .  T h e  a n g e l s  on  
t h e  s n o w  q u i v e r e d  a n d  sang ,  w h i l e  t h e  l ive  t h i n g  
in s id e  of  m e  h o v e r e d  t h e r e  for  a f e w  m o m e n t s  in  t h e  
l i g h t  of  m y  eyes,  t h e n  t o o k  a f e w  s h o r t  h o p s  a n d  lay 
ba c k  d o w n  a g a in .  A s n o w p l o w  l u m b e r e d  up  t h e
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stree t ,  n e ig h b o rs  began  s trag g l in g  ou t of th e i r  houses 
pu ll in g  shovels, and  m y b ro th e r  tram p led  th e  choir.
But in m y soul, I can still see those  sm o ld e r in g  
colors. I can  h ea r  th o se  angels  sing.
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David G ar r iso n
Guidelines
And on and  on. Pe rhaps  th is  is t h e  mos t  
m easu rab le  day, th is  life. The  w a i t e r  
is b r in g i n g  dr inks ,  g in  & ton ic  on a 
ro u n d  tray.  Beside each  glass h e  sets a book 
abou t  t rees.  You can look at  s k e tch e s  of 
leaves and decide.  Or you can m ove  your  w ay  
t h r o u g h  t h e  w ords  and  t h e  l i t t le  m aps  w i t h  t h e i r  
blue  bands  for w in te r ,  p in k  for sum m er ,  waves  
of m ig ra t io n  up, m o re  or  less, and  down.
You can im a g in e  it. Also, some clear
advice abou t  w h i c h  cons te l la t ions  are
app ro ac h ab le  a f te r  ten,  and  h o w  you m i g h t
o r i e n t  yourself,  re la t ive  to th is
r iver .  T h e r e ’s very  l i t t le  h e r e  about
t h e  smells of th ings,  t h o u g h  of course  th e se  m a t t e r
r e m e m b e r  h e r  hair,  r e m e m b e r  t h e  boy ’s
head,  and  b e n d i n g  bes ide  h im  to kiss once
more ,  t h o u g h  h e ’s a l ready  asleep.  And t h e r e ’s
some confus ion  abou t  noise,  w h i c h  is
sad, because  w h a t  a w or ld  t h e r e  is in t h e
n igh t ,  even  here ,  p a r k in g  t h e  old car  n e a r
t h e  sycamore ,  n e a r  t h e  m o o n l ig h t .  Even
bones  are  a qu ie t  music,  even  bones.
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Adelle G ra h am
G old-V erm il l ion  Fruits
A season.  Dogs and  pigs t r a ined  
to d i f fe re n t ia t e  b e t w e e n  chan te re l l es ,  
p r inces  and  God’s dea th  cap. But,
it  is t h e  truff le  t h e  m e n  f rom Corsica 
w a n t  for th e i r  mistresses.  I k n o w  w o m e n  
w i th  th roa ty ,  swe l l ing  laughs.  Lying,
o ve r la pp ing  l ike o rgans  g u t t e d  from 
a deer,  t h e  truff le  s teams. T hey  are 
so close, bes ide  t h e  blue spruce
w h e r e  t h e  horse  grazes.  Look on t h e  side 
of t h e  t r e e  moss g row s  on. Alee. 
S ub te r ranean .  As a chi ld I found
a padded bra n e a r  t h e  s tone  ci rc le  
w h e r e  Indians  danced.  I visi ted it 
every  day. Garlic, v i rg in  oil, M ou ton
Cadet ,  a cast i ron skillet,  la v iande  
de veau,  la t ruffe.  Some will leave 
t h e  room w h e n  t h e  smell ge ts  o v e rw h e lm in g .
Nut,  musk,  ozone.  I f ind some old 
photos.  T ha t  is m e  at  t h e  p icn ic  table.
M y ha i r  is short .  I r e m e m b e r  now.
I’d been  c o o k in g  earl ier .  W e  ate 
t o g e th e r .  M y hands  still smell l ike 
sw ee t  basil leaf. S p read ing  m y  fingers
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out,  I w ip e  d i r t  and  m o is tu re  from 
t h e  curve  of th e  truffle.  I let  h im  
sleep.
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David Dodd Lee
Shot by Boy, 
H aw kins  and  Lee Die 
in  a Flooded Q uarry
W e  w e r e  d y in g  and  w e  w e r e  invalid,  
t h e  m o th s  c o m in g  up off t h e  w a t e r  and  all t h a t  blue 
dus t
and  t h e  dus ty  beeches  
s w i m m i n g  aw ay  from t h e  ho les 
l ike  fa l l ing  r ivers  of no ise  f l i ck e r in g  
u n d e r  t h e  shafts  of t h e  moon.
Boy was  s o m e t h in g  else d o in g  t h e  dan ce  
of t h e  l iv ing  r i g h t  t h e r e  on t h e  e m b a n k m e n t ,  
his bel t  of spoons  s inging.
His b u rn e d  hands  hissed  in t h e  rain  
t h a t  s t i r red  t h e  leaves
p o k in g  i n c h - d e e p  hole s  in t h e  n e a rb y  Blueber ry  
River,
or  so H aw kins  descr ibed  it  to me, 
im a g in i n g  it, d r i f t in g  n e a r  dead  on  his  back,  
an old sassafras roo t  in on e  hand ,  
t h e  bird of his God in t h e  o the r .
M e an w h i le ,  I ’d passed f rom flesh 
bu t  was  still al ive u n d e rw a te r .
I r e m e m b e r e d  m y  first w a lk  n e a r  t h e  quar ry  
as a d ream  I had  in w h i c h  m y  p a re n t s  rode  aw ay  
on  w h i t e  horses.  T h e n  here ,  w i t h  Boy dancing ,
I could  see t h e  f leck in his  eyes  t h a t  was  l ike a 
w in d o w
and  his  ne rves  w e r e  on  fire. Of t h e  ways  to be born  
th is  was  cal led  d r o w n i n g  in sin, t h e  slick u te r i n e  
roo ts  tw i s t i n g  t i gh t ,  t h e  s u n l ig h t  b le ed in g  aw ay  
so t h a t  all I could  h e a r  was Boy
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p r e t e n d i n g  to cry, his  voice l ike a kn i fe  
c u t t i n g  lea ther ,  and  I fel t  t h e  s igh t  leave m y  eyes 
and  I m oved  m y  a rms  in t h e  w a rm  shir t.
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S eam us H e a n e y
D iptych
I
And t h e n  t h e r e  was  Saint  Kevin and  t h e  blackbird.  
T he  sain t  is knee l ing ,  arms  s t r e t c h e d  out,  inside 
His cell, bu t  t h e  cel l is na r row ,  so
One t u r n e d - u p  pa lm is ou t  th e  w indow ,  stiff 
As a crossbeam, w h e n  a b lackbird  lands 
And lays in it  and  se t t les  d o w n  to nest .
Kevin feels t h e  w a rm  eggs, t h e  small breast,  t h e  
tu c k e d
N eat  head  and  claws and,  f in d in g  h im se l f  l i nked  
In to  t h e  n e t w o r k  of e t e rn a l  life,
Is moved  to pity: n o w  h e  m us t  hold his  hand  
Like a b ran ch  ou t  in t h e  sun and  ra in  for w e e k s  
Unti l  t h e  y o u n g  are  h a t c h e d  and  f ledged and  f lown.
II
And s ince  t h e  w h o le  t h i n g ’s im ag in ed  anyhow ,  
I m ag in e  b e in g  Kevin.  W h i c h  is he:
Sel f- forget ful  or in agony  all t h e  t im e
From t h e  n e c k  on ou t  do w n  th r o u g h  his  h u r t i n g  
forearms?
Are his  f ingers  s leeping? Does h e  still feel his  knees? 
Or has t h e  s h u t - e y e d  blank  of u n d e r e a r t h
Crep t  up th r o u g h  him? Is t h e r e  d is tance  in his  head? 
Alone and m i r ro re d  c lear  in love’s deep  river,
“To labour  and  n o t  to seek  r e w a r d , ” he  prays,
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A p ray e r  his body m ak es  e n t i r e ly
For h e  has fo rg o t te n  self, fo rg o t te n  bird
And on th e  r iv e rb a n k  fo rg o t te n  th e  r iv e r ’s nam e.
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P a t  K i k u t ,  Telephone Tryptich, 1 9 9 4  
M ixed  m edia
"  'Telephone T ry p tic h ' is an a ltar-like co n s tru c tio n  tha t explores a telephone pole in  
a fig u ra tiv e  an d  literal w ay. Telephone poles are in tere stin g  to m e in m a n y  w ays. 
B eyond  the ir s im ila r ity  to the C hristian  Cross, w ith  its inheren t reference to 
sacrifice an d  resurrection , I  am  in terested  in the fa c t tha t poles, like people, are ever  
presen t. L ike u s, a telephone pole is rooted an d  earth bound  an d  also like u s, its  
energy  flo w s above the g ro u n d , closer to the sky. I  f in d  it curious tha t the telephone  
pole needs a designa ted  a m o u n t o f  space to fu n c tio n , as in a stretch  o f  telephone  
line. A lo n e , they  become d ys fu n c tio n a l. Th is piece is con ta ined  by a m eta l fra m e  
tha t is over-b u ilt an d  is in ten d ed  to m o n u m en ta lize  th is sm a ll tru ism . I  like to  
th in k  o f it in  relation to the ab so lu tis t arch itecture an d  presence o f  V ersa ille ."
A b o u t the cover: "O n  a recent trip  to B u tte  I  fo u n d  an  old S ta rt-O -P a c  ba ttery  
box. It had been abandoned in the m in e  tra d in g s a nd  w as used as a target. I  like to  
th in k  o f  it ju m p in g  w ith  each b u lle t blast. H ope and  revival are suggested  in th is  
piece and  be understood  best i f  the h is to ry  o f  the box is considered. A t  one tim e, it 
w as used to spark dead batteries. W hen it w e n t dead it w as th row n  o u t a nd  later 
used as a target. N o w  it is resused as art. A lo n g  w ith  the p a in ted  im age it pays 
hom age to the unstoppable A m erica n  sense  o f p ro g ress."
Pat K ikut r e c e n t ly  rece ived  his  MFA in p a in t in g  from th e  
U n ivers i ty  of M o n tana .  He spends  sum m ers  w o r k in g  in Alaska and 
plans on t r a v e l in g  before  g e t t i n g  back to th e  studio.
C o l l e e n  M c N u t t ,  Peepshozo, 1993 
Music  Box Series,  M ix ed  m ed ia
"For the last five  years, I 'v e  been w orking on a series o f sculptures I refer to as 
'M usic Boxes’. The figures respresented are life size. Each box contains audio tape 
and lighting  system s that play an intrinsic part in the view ers' experience.
Flashing lights are a vehicle used to assim ilate m ovem ent. The lights also 
accentuate the transparent properties o f the figures and other objects depicted. The 
audio tapes (m ixed sounds, voices, and m usic), together w ith  the lights, set a mood 
creating lifelike qualities and affecting a sense o f drama.
"It takes seven m onths to a year to complete each box. The figures and objects have 
welded steel skeletons covered w ith  skin that is cast o f paper and cloth in an acrylic
C ol l e e n  M c N u t t , Anniversary Waltz, 1989 
M usic  Box Series , M ix e d  m e d ia
polymer emulsion. The interiors of these boxes are intended to have a ghost-like 
appearance. The contents portray memory and feeling frozen in a single frame. The 
exteriors of the pieces provide clues to the content. This series is based on phantom 
memories, some about m y own family. The scenes depict people caught in life at 
various times, unable to wish away their circumstances. The 'Music Boxes' are 
meant to trigger everyone's phantom memories."
Colleen M c N u t t  lives on a f arm in Moscow,  Idaho,  w i t h  h e r  
husb an d  Jim Loney.
J a m e s  L o n e y ,  Pull-Ups-For-Jesus, 1 9 9 3  
Wood sculpture
"M y sculptures are made entirely o f wood; I carve each object and paint it so that it 
appears to be som ething other than w hat it is. The work falls into the 'trompe I ’oeil '  
category and is always sta tem ent oriented. The ideas for m y  works are based on 
personal experiences and observations (as well as feelings), and are usually  social or 
political in nature. The objects I carve are often unique or outdated and always 
appear to be well used. These objects serve as sym bols for fundam enta l needs and  
concerns in the high-tech, crazy, fa st—m oving, and often confusing world o f today. 
M y  work is user-friendly, sim ple in nature, and easy to interpret (although the 
interpretations may v a ry )."
J a m e s  L o n e y ,  Bells, Shells , a n d  Tails, 1 9 9 3  
W ood  scu lp ture
Born in San Jose, California,  in 1949, Jim Loney c la ims to have 
w a lk ed  t en  mi les— barefoot ,  in th e  snow,  to school.  Mo re  r ecent ly ,  
Jim and his  wi fe  Co lleen M c N u t t  a re  in t h e  process  of bu i ld ing  a 
s u m m e r  s t ud io /ho use  on th e  Hope Peninsula  in t h e  Idaho Panhandle .
J o h n  W .  W y l i e ,  F e m a l e  f i g u r i n e  v e s s e l ,  1 9 9 4  
L o w f i r e  s t o n e w a r e  c e r a m i c  2 5 "  x  4 1 "
"The two main focuses o f m y  work are the vessel and the female figure. The vessel 
for me is the u ltim ate form  that denotes the ceramic tradition. This tradition is very  
im portant to me due to m y strong background in functional ceramics, pottery. To 
me, the female figure is the u ltim ate form  in the sculptural tradition. The figures, 
or figurines, that I draw from  are fer tility  goddesses that date back c. 25,000 years. 
These figures are often characterized by exaggerated breasts and buttocks. M y  work  
as a whole is based on the respect and admiration o f these trad itions."
Jo h n  W .  W y l i e  r e c e i v e d  h i s  MFA in  c e r a m i c s  f r o m  t h e  U n i v e r s i t y  
of  M o n t a n a .  He is a t a t t o o  a r t i s t  a n d  d oe s  bo dy  p i e r c i n g s .  C u r r e n t l y ,  
h e  t e a c h e s  c e r a m i c s  in  W i s c o n s i n .
J e f f r e y  F u n k ,  Black and w h i t e  p ho tog raph ,  1994
"These photographs are a simple exploration in n ighttim e lighting, ritual, and fire ."
Je f f r ey  F u n k  is f r o m  Big Fork,  M o n t a n a ,  an d  is c u r r e n t l y  a s t u d e n t  
a t  t h e  U n iv e r s i t y  of  M o n t a n a .  P r i m a r i l y  w o r k i n g  in f o r g e d  m e t a l s  
a n d  s t on e ,  h i s  m a i n  f i eld  of  c o n c e n t r a t i o n  is in s i t e - s p e c i f i c  pu b l i c  
w o rk s .
I
S t e p h a n i e  J .  F r o s t a d , B right an d  Early,  1 9 9 4  
Acrylic and  oil on  canvas,  42" x  60" 
Col lec t ion  of t h e  Univers i ty  of M o n ta n a
S te p h a n ie  Frostad is a N o r t h w e s t  a r t i s t  c u r r e n t l y  based in 
Missoula.  Her  p a i n t i n g s  e x p l o r e  t r a d i t iona l  m e t a p h o r s  and  m y t h s  of 
rura l  life.
Jiri Kajane
This Past Tuesday
It is a d ream  th a t  has com e  to m e  qu ite  often  
the se  past  f ew  weeks .  I envision myself  ly ing  in bed, 
w a k i n g  to t h e  sound of m y  t e l e p h o n e  r ing ing .  In th e  
dark,  m y  h an d  f ishes a round  for t h e  rece iver ,  acc i­
den ta l ly  k n o c k i n g  a n u m b e r  of th in g s  off of t h e  
small, r i c k e ty  n i g h t  table.  Dirty dishes,  an u n d e r ­
shir t,  socks, unf in i shed  le t ters ,  a jar  of coins — even  
in dreams,  t h e  a p a r t m e n t  needs  a g r e a t  deal  of r e o r ­
gan iz ing .  Amidst  t h e  sound of m o re  objects  c ra sh ing  
aga ins t  t h e  unc lean  floor, I luckily  nav iga te  m y  hand  
to t h e  r i n g i n g  box.
“Hello," I say, still so m e w h a t  asleep.
No response.
“Hello,” I say again,  inc reas ing ly  curious  and  a bit 
i r r i ta ted .  T h e re  is t h e  sound of som eone  b r e a th in g  
s l ightly  on t h e  o th e r  end  of t h e  line. “Wel l?” I say, 
p r e p a r i n g  to h a n g  up.
“Come over.  Please.” I r e c o g n iz e  A na’s voice 
im media te ly ,  t h o u g h  I have  n o t  hea rd  it  in m any  
months .  It has been  even  longer,  I m us t  admit ,  s ince 
I’ve hea rd  th a t  voice  speak in such an in v i t in g  tone.
“Okay,” I respond  a l i t t le  too quickly.
At th is  point ,  t h e  d ream  progresses  in a s tandard  
fashion. I ju m p  ou t  of bed, hu r r ied ly  pull on my 
trousers,  w e t  m y  ha i r  dow n  in t h e  ba th room  mirror ,  
and sp r in t  clear  across t h e  capital  w i t h o u t  even  
con s id e r in g  a s top for rest.  On th e  o th e r  side of th e  
r iver , ou t  f ron t  of h e r  bu i ld ing— our old bu i ld ing— I 
pause to ca tch  m y  b rea th  and  gain some composure ,  
before t r ave r s ing  th e  t h r e e  f l ights  of s tairs  th a t  lead 
up to t h e  famil iar  dark  b row n  door.
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O nce  I arr ive,  s w e a t in g  profusely,  I k n o c k  l ightly,  
t r y i n g  n o t  to w a k e  A na’s s is ter  or  h e r  s i s te r ’s h u s ­
band.  The  a p a r t m e n t  is small,  t h e  walls  a re  r a t h e r  
th i n  and,  a l th o u g h  i t  has  n e v e r  h a p p e n e d  in m y  
d ream  before,  I k n o w  for c e r t a in  t h a t  any  u n d u e  
c o m m o t io n  will  lead to m e  b e in g  tu r n e d  a ro u n d  and  
sen t  back  to m y  dank ,  e m p t y  room  on  t h e  o t h e r  side 
of town.
If t h e  d ream  reac hes  t h a t  s tage,  Ana wil l  a n s w e r  
t h e  door and, befo re  I can say a word ,  wil l  qu ickly  
move  a f in g e r  to h e r  m o u t h  as a g e s tu r e  for  s i lence.  
At t h e  same m o m e n t ,  s h e ’ll g e n t ly  t u g  at  m y  sleeve 
w i t h  h e r  o t h e r  hand,  pu l l in g  m e  in to  t h e  d a rk  a p a r t ­
m e n t .  From the re ,  t h e  ac t ion  wil l  p rogress  in e i t h e r  
on e  of tw o  d i rec t ions .  Possibly Ana wil l  lead m e  to 
t h a t  small bed room  she has  been  s h a r in g  all t h e se  
m o n t h s  w i t h  h e r  in fan t  n i e c e — a room  in t h e  back  
d eco ra ted  by small s tars  and  pa le  m oons  i n t e n d e d  to 
r e s em b le  t h e  s u m m e r  sky at  n ig h t .  After  qu ie t ly  
undress ing ,  Ana and  I will  p ro c e e d  to t h e  squeaky 
bed and  m a k e  love in a w ay  th a t  is so u nob t ru s ive  
t h a t  it  is bare ly  personal  and  ha rd ly  sexual .  Ins tead,  
it  is m e re ly  a r e m i n d e r  t h a t  w e  a re  still m a r r i e d — 
te chn ica l ly ,  at  least.
W h e n  w e ’re  f inished ,  I usually f ind mysel f  r e l a x ­
in g  and  s ta r ing  at  t h e  s ta r - c o v e re d  walls, t r y i n g  to 
p ic tu r e  t h e  p rev ious  t e n a n t s  as t h e y  pa in ted ,  p r e p a r ­
in g  th e i r  pe r fe c t  nursery .  W h e n  Ana and  I had  
o r ig ina l ly  m oved  in, w e ’d a g re e d  n o t  to c h a n g e  it, 
t h o u g h  at  t h e  t ime,  I r e m e m b e r  t h i n k i n g  such a 
s e tup  he ld  t h e  p o te n t ia l  for p rob lem s  in t h e  fu tu re .
“W h a t  a re  you t h i n k i n g  about?” she  says.
“N o t h i n g , ” I answer .
“Me, too ,” she  says.
I suppose  it  is n o t  s t range ,  then ,  t h a t  it  is t h e  
a l t e rn a t e  reso lu t ion  to t h e  d ream  w h ic h  I prefer .  
Ins tead  of g r a b b in g  m y  shoulders  and  y a n k i n g  m e  
in to  t h e  bedroom,  Ana m o t io n s  a s top g e s tu r e  w i th
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an  o u t s t r e t c h e d  arm, t h e  o p e n  pa lm of h e r  h a n d  
in d i c a t i n g  t h a t  I should  w a i t  in t h e  hal lway .  As I 
s tep  back, she  d isappea rs  in to  t h e  d a rk n ess  of t h e  
a p a r t m e n t  on ly  to r e t u r n  a few  m o m e n t s  later,  
d ressed  in  h e r  old, pla id coat  and  c a r r y i n g  th o se  tw o  
su itcases t h a t  w e  re c e iv e d  m a n y  years  before  as a 
w e d d i n g  p r e s e n t  f rom m y  old boss, Hansa Splite.
From th e re ,  w e  s lowly  r e t u r n  d o w n  t h e  bou levard  to 
m y  small a p a r t m e n t — I, c a r r y i n g  t h e  su i tcases  heavy  
w i t h  A n a ’s m a n y  possessions,  she,  s m i l in g  in a w ay  
th a t  I hav e  n o t  seen  in m a n y  years.
Yet  on  th i s  p a r t i c u la r  n ig h t ,  m y  r e c u r r i n g  d re a m  
did n o t  r e a c h  e i t h e r  of its a p p ro p r ia t e ly  d r e a m l ik e  
end ings .  Ins tead ,  t h e  e a r l i e r  s e g m e n t  w h e r e  I am 
a w a k e n e d  by t h e  sound  of a t e l e p h o n e  r i n g i n g  was, 
su rp r i s in g ly  e n o u g h ,  i n t e r r u p t e d  by t h e  sound of t h e  
t e l e p h o n e  r in g in g .
“Hello,” I said, n o t  n e a r ly  as s leepy  as I a lways  
d r e a m t  I m i g h t  be.
“C om e over.  P lease .” A na’s voice  said, w i t h o u t  
he s i t a t ion .
“ But ...” I said, n o t  fo l l o w in g  t h e  usual script .  It 
d i d n ’t seem to m a t t e r  th o u g h ;  Ana had  a l ready  h u n g  
up. I co n s id e re d  ca l l ing  h e r  back, bu t  t h e n  r e m e m ­
b e red  t h a t  she  did n o t  have  a phone ,  and  p robab ly  
had  b e e n  t a lk in g  f rom t h e  n e ig h b o r ,  P r ivd i ’s a p a r t ­
m e n t .  I pu l led  on m y  t rouse rs  and,  l ike always,  
m ove d  to t h e  b a th ro o m  to w e t  m y  h a i r  d o w n  before  
r e a l i z i n g  t h a t  t h e  w a t e r  was  off and  t h a t  I had  fo r ­
g o t t e n  to fill m y  tank .  I do led  o u t  a c u p ’s w o r t h  of 
s e l t ze r  w a t e r  from t h e  b o t t l e  I k e p t  w i t h  t h e  m e d i ­
cines,  t h i n k i n g  it w ou ld  suffice, bu t  t h e n  n o t i c e d  
t h r o u g h  t h e  k i t c h e n  w i n d o w  th a t  it was  ra in ing .  M y 
ha i r  w o u ld  be f l a t t e n e d  im m ed ia te ly .
Outside,  I ran  at  a speed  para l le led  on ly  in m y  
d reams,  w a t c h i n g  t h e  road  for m u d d y  po tho le s  and  
c o n c e n t r a t i n g  h a rd  to m a in t a i n  m y  balance.  Soon 
h o w e v e r ,  I t i r e d  f rom th i s  quick  pace  and  slowed to a
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brisk walk.  Upon r e a c h in g  t h e  square,  I rea l ized  th a t  
it  was  n o t  nea r ly  as late  as I had  th o u g h t .  The  
c o m in g  w i n t e r  and t h e  ear ly  onse t  of da rkness  had  
again fooled me. M any  peop le  w e r e  still about ,  
s c am p e r in g  around,  lo ok ing  for  s h e l t e r  from t h e  
dow npour .  I r e c o g n iz e d  m y  f r iend  Leni s i t t in g  
b e n e a th  t h e  o u t s t r e t c h e d  arms  of t h e  old H oxha  
m o n u m e n t .  He was  w i th  his  c o -w o rk e r ,  Kiti Lexhe,  
and  from t h e  t e n ta t i v e  n a t u r e  of his  wave,  I could  tell  
t h a t  he  did n o t  w a n t  to be bo the red .
Across t h e  r iver,  jus t  past t h e  un f in i shed  pyramid ,  
it  f inal ly o ccu r red  to m e  th a t  Ana m a y  have  cal led for 
some o th e r  reason  th a n  those  th a t  I had  prev ious ly  
imagined .  Perhaps,  I th o u g h t ,  she had  com e  to miss 
h av ing  those  long  involved  f ights  t h a t  w e ’d once  
p e r fo rm ed  on a n ig h t ly  basis. W e  had  devo ted  t h e  
f inal six m o n t h s  of our  days t o g e t h e r  to p e r f e c t i n g  a 
w onderfu l ,  cyclical,  unsa t i sfac to ry  a r g u m e n t  t h a t  
usually r equ i red  no less t h a n  four or  five hou rs  to 
com ple te .
Or maybe,  I t h o u g h t ,  she  was ca l l ing  for  some 
lesser  reason,  l ike  a leaky p ipe  or  a b low n  fuse. Of 
course,  th is  was  c om ple te ly  nonsens ica l  in l igh t  of 
t h e  fact t h a t  she, m o re  th a n  an y o n e  else, k n e w  of m y  
inabil i ty  to c o m p re h e n d  even  t h e  simples t  of m e ­
chan ica l  principles,  but  still I cons ide red  it.
Upon r e a c h in g  h e r  s treet ,  I a t t e m p t e d  to c lear  m y  
m in d  of all t h e  n eg a t iv e  possibi li t ies.  In t h e i r  place,
I t r i ed  only p i c tu r in g  m y  d re a m — Ana a lone  in t h e  
dark  ap a r tm en t ,  smil ing,  in v i t in g  m e  in — and t h e  
fee l ing  th a t  it  gave  me.  It was  an unusua lly  peacefu l  
fee l ing  th a t  I had  no t  k n o w n  in rea l i ty  s ince  those  
first days afte r  our w edd ing .  Still, even  in t h e  im a g i ­
nat ion,  it  left m e  s t range ly  satisfied.
For some reason though ,  I was  h av in g  t roub le  
vi sua l iz ing  th e  famil iar  scenario.  I could n o t  see any  
par t  of th e  d ream  now, or  feel a n y t h i n g  l ike  it. 
Instead,  t h e r e  was  only  t h e  rain c o m in g  do w n  on m y
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head.  Small d rops  f rom t h e  sky and  la rger ,  co lder  
ones  f rom  t h e  t r e e s  above.  M ost  of t h e m  h i t  m e  
d irec t ly ,  some even  m a n a g i n g  to f ind t h a t  small 
o p e n i n g  at  t h e  back  of m y  shir t .
I did  n o t  pause  o u t  f r o n t  of h e r  b u i ld in g  l ike  t h e  
b lu e p r i n t  of m y  d re a m  requ i red .  M y  a n x i e t y  and  
t e n s io n  w o u ld  n o t  al low it. Ins tead,  I qu ick ly  c l im b ed  
t h e  stairs, t a k i n g  t h e m  tw o  and  s o m e t im e s  t h r e e  at  a 
t im e .  T h e  e n t i r e  w a y  up, I t r i e d  to t h i n k  pos i t ive 
th ings ,  b lo c k in g  f rom m y  m i n d  t h e  fact  t h a t  our  
m a n y  f igh t s  had  in d e e d  b e e n  m y  fault,  all m a d e  
worse ,  on  top  of it, by m y  s tubbornness .
R ig h t  befo re  r e a c h i n g  t h e  top  floor, I s imply  
assured myse l f  t h a t  it  w o u ld  e n d  happi ly ,  if for no  
o t h e r  reason  th a n  t h a t  was  h o w  i t had  b e e n  e n d i n g  
n i g h t  a f te r  n ig h t .  Even if Ana was  f e e l in g  on ly  a 
small p o r t i o n  of t h e  d read  t h a t  I a lways  fel t  w h e n  
c o n s id e r i n g  t h e  a l te rna t ive ,  c o n t i n u e d  separa t ion ,  she  
w o u ld  c e r t a in l y  still c o m e  to t h e  same conclus ion .
T h e  h a l lw a y  l ig h t  on  t h e  t h i r d  f loor was  out ,  and  
it  w o u ld  hav e  b e e n  c o m p le t e ly  d a rk  if n o t  for  t h e  
small bulb l e a k in g  t h r o u g h  t h e  s ta i rcase  f rom t h e  
f l igh t  below. I qu ick ly  m ove d  to w a r d  A n a ’s a p a r t ­
m e n t ,  h a rd ly  a t t e m p t i n g  to concea l  t h e  no ise  c o m i n g  
f rom m y  soggy  shoes, and,  w h e n  I g o t  to t h e  land ing ,  
r e a c h e d  m y  h a n d  o u t  in t h e  darkness ,  f e e l in g  for  t h e  
h eavy  oak  of h e r  f ro n t  door.  I had  m a d e  a fist, 
k n u c k l e s  fo rw ard ,  in an a t t e m p t  to knock ,  bu t  i n ­
stead,  found  on ly  ai r  at  t h e  o t h e r  end.  I im a g in e d  
mysel f  s t a n d i n g  th e re ,  r a p p i n g  on  an  invisib le  wall  
l ike t h e  m i m e s  I 'd seen  in  t h e  p a rk  as a chi ld.  If a 
c ro w d  of p eo p le  had  g a t h e r e d  a ro u n d  m e  to w a tch ,  
t h e r e  in t h e  dark ,  t h e y  c e r t a in l y  w o u ld  have  been  
amused .  I i n c h e d  fo rw ard ,  t h i n k i n g  it  was  on ly  a 
small d i s ta n ce  away,  m y  h a n d  he ld  o u t  in f ro n t  of me .
W h e n  at  last I did b u m p  in to  t h e  door,  m y  a rm  
fo ld ing  up, I a lm os t  fell— e n t i r e ly  su rp r i sed  by t h e  
v e ry  t h i n g  I’d b e e n  e x p e c t i n g .  Quickly,  I r e g a i n e d
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my footing,  knocked  lightly, and waited.  Perhaps a 
m inu te  w e n t  by, I w asn’t sure. I rem em bered  some­
th ing  my Uncle Alqi had once told me. In the  old 
days, he  had said, w h en  they  wan ted  to see if some­
one had gone mad, they  used to put the  person in a 
room with  a small group of people,  all facing each 
other.  Then, the  doctor  would have the  first of the  
crowd yawn and soon the  o thers  would follow suit.
If the  subject did not yawn along w i th  the  rest, they  
put  him th rough  a second test. This involved a 
complete ly  dark room, pitch black and a seated 
subject. The testers would expla in tha t  they  would 
be back in a m in u te ’s time, then  disappear, leaving 
the  subject alone in the  dark. They would wait  half 
an hour  before re tu rn ing ,  ac t ing  as if n o th in g  had 
happened,  tha t  only a minute ,  maybe a couple sec­
onds more,  had gone by.
“W e  apologize for the  short  delay,” they  m igh t  
say, looking at the i r  watches,  “but a few ex t ra  sec­
onds surely d idn ’t harm you.” If the  subject didn t 
play along, ac t ing  as if he  really had been in the re  
only one minute ,  or a m inu te  and ten  seconds, then  
the  doctors recom m ended  d e ta inm en t  for fur ther  
exper im enta t ion .
“Fortunately, th ings  are no longer like tha t  
around he re , ’’ Uncle Alqi used to say, end ing  the  
subject.
After knock ing  a second time, I reached into my 
jacket, searching for a packet of matches.  I th ough t  
perhaps I still had tha t  book from the  Trefoil, but 
instead I could only find th ree  or four of the  large 
k i tchen  sticks I used to l igh t my stove. I leaned over 
and struck one on the  wood frame and saw im m edi­
ately the  explanation as to why no one had an ­
swered. At the  foot of the  door, n e x t  to the  hinges,  
rested a large, oblong box, and above it was a note  
which  had been tacked to the  door frame itself.
“I have finally found the  energy  to collect  all of
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t h e  r e m a i n i n g  th i n g s  you left  b e h i n d , ” it  said, in t h e  
fami l i a r  h a n d w r i t i n g .  “Please u n d e r s t a n d  t h a t  th is  
was  n o t  as easy for  m e  as you m a y  th i n k .  In fact,  I 
have  b e e n  p u t t i n g  i t off for qu i t e  some t ime .  So 
w h e n ,  at  last, I w as  ab le to t a k e  t h e  in i t ia t ive ,  I 
w a n t e d  to be  d o n e  w i t h  i t  a t  once .  And t h e  ta sk  will  
n o t  be c o m p l e t e  un t i l  you have  r e m o v e d  th e s e  i t em s  
for  good.  I w is h  you t h e  v e ry  bes t . ”
Ana had  n o t  s igned  t h e  no te ,  and  I t h o u g h t  for a 
second  t h a t  i t  was  because  d o in g  so w ou ld  have  
f ina l ized  t h e  act .  G ran ted ,  she  w as  g e n e ra l ly  a 
fo rge t fu l  person ,  bu t  still i t  s e e m e d  m o r e  in t e n t i o n a l  
t h a n  tha t .  P e rh ap s  she  could  n o t  go t h r o u g h  w i t h  it, 
a f te r  all, and  th i s  was  w h y  she  had  t e l e p h o n e d .
U n d e r n e a t h  t h e  e n t ry w a y ,  I c h e c k e d  to see if a 
l i g h t  had  g o n e  on  b e h i n d  t h e  door, bu t  i t  w as  still 
dark.  I l i f ted  t h e  lid off of t h e  box  and  lit a n o t h e r  
k i t c h e n  m a t c h  ag a in s t  t h e  wall .  Inside,  I found  a 
n u m b e r  of r a n d o m  i t e m s  th a t  I had  m os t ly  f o r g o t t e n  
about:  an  awl w i t h  a w o o d e n  hand le ,  tw o  pa irs  of 
suspenders ,  an old, t a rn i s h e d  m o n e y  clip, t h e  t e x t ­
book  Principles of Engineering, a small l e d g e r  w i t h  a 
c a rd b o a rd  case, a ru s ty  s t r a i g h t  razor,  a t in  of b ro w n  
shoe  polish,  and,  at  t h e  bo t tom ,  tw o  small,  h a n d s e w n  
pil lows.  Of course,  I cou ld  f ind uses for  all of t h e s e  
i tems,  or, at  t h e  v e ry  least,  t r a d e  th e m ,  and  I was  
c e r t a in  Ana w o u ld  have  d o n e  t h e  same,  so it  was  
g e n e r o u s  of h e r  to r e t u r n  th e m .  But I c o u l d n ’t he lp  
fe e l in g  t h a t  i t  was  m e a n t  as some k in d  of message,  
espec ia l ly  t h e  inc lus ion  of t h e  p i l lows th a t  had  
co m p r i s e d  ha l f  of ou r  o r ig ina l  set.  Clearly,  it  could  
be i n t e r p r e t e d  as Ana d iv id in g  up all of t h e  r e m a i n ­
in g  possessions, c lo s ing  t h e  books  on us. But if t h a t  
w e r e  t h e  case, w h e r e  w as  m y  hal f  of t h e  si lverware ,  
m y  sha re  of t h e  ch ina ,  m y  p o r t i o n  of t h e  d i n i n g  room 
set?
I t r i e d  to r e m a in  op t im is t ic ,  b e l iev in g  th a t  p e r ­
haps, as in t h e  d ream ,  it w ou ld  en d  as I hoped .  Yes,
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it would  end  all r igh t .  Before I p ro c e e d e d  to k n o c k  
once  m o r e — this  t i m e  a heavy  p o u n d i n g — I t u r n e d  to 
set d o w n  t h e  last of t h e  b o x ’s con ten ts ,  and  in an 
anx ious  state,  lost m y  footing.  M y shoes, still soaked 
from t h e  t r e k  th r o u g h  to w n ,  gave  w ay  and  I fell on 
top  of t h e  box  w i th  a loud crash.  Im m edia te ly ,  a 
door  o p e n e d  b eh in d  me,  and  as I l i f ted mysel f  up, I 
was  soon face to face w i t h  Privdi,  ou r  old ne ighbor ,  
and his wife,  Kascha, bo th  s t a n d in g  in t h e i r  n i g h t ­
clothes.  T h e  l igh t  f rom t h e  e n t r y w a y  seem e d  u n n e c ­
essari ly b r igh t ,  m y  eyes h a v in g  g r o w n  acc us tom ed  to 
t h e  darkness.
“Isn’t i t  a bi t  late  for  th is  ty p e  of t h in g ? ” Privdi 
said, s ta r in g  d o w n  at  me.  A la rge  m an  w i t h  a short,  
p rac t ica l  ha i rcu t ,  h e ’d been  in r e t i r e m e n t  for  n ea r ly  a 
decade,  bu t  was  still in e x c e l l e n t  shape.  It w o u ld ’ve 
been  u nw ise  of m e  to do a n y t h i n g  foolish.
In m y  m a n y  years  of l iv ing  n e x t  door  to him, 
Privdi and  I had  spoken  bu t  a f ew  t imes,  and  always 
r e g a r d i n g  t h e  mos t  g e n e ra l  of topics. He p r ided  
h im se l f  on  b e in g  a v e ry  p la in - s p e a k in g  man,  and  
accord ingly ,  m a d e  on ly  t h e  mos t  obvious of s t a t e ­
m ents .  Not once  was  I able  to d r a w  h im  in to  any  
sort  of c o n j e c tu r e  or even  t h e  mos t  in c id en ta l  of 
r u m o r - m o n g e r i n g .  “I am a m a n  of few  o p in ions ,” h e  
w ou ld  say, w i t h o u t  even  t h e  fa in tes t  h i n t  of sarcasm. 
Looking  over  at  P r ivd i ’s wife,  I was  also c e r t a in  t h a t  
t h e  an im os i ty  m y  wife  had  he ld  for m e  in r e c e n t  
t im es  could only  have  t r a n s m i t t e d  across t h e  hall, 
especial ly  co n s id e r in g  t h e  co n f id e n ce  t h a t  she  and  
Ana held.
“W h a t  a re  you d o in g  lu rk in g  abou t  at  th is  t i m e  of 
n igh t ,  anyway?” Privdi said, m o v in g  on to  t h e  land ing.
I m o t io n e d  w e a k ly  to t h e  box,  t h e  c o n t e n t s  of 
w h ic h  w e r e  n o w  s o m e w h a t  s ca t t e red  across t h e  floor, 
and  he ld  up Ana’s note .  At t h e  m o m e n t ,  Kascha 
s tepped  ou t  in f ron t  of h im  and,  a p p e a r in g  to u n d e r ­
s tand  w h a t  was  h a p p e n in g ,  ca lmly  he lp ed  m e  g a t h e r
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th e  objects. W h en  w e w e re  finished, she took th e  
n o te  from Privdi’s large, beaten  hands and slid it on 
top of th e  items, th e n  rep laced  th e  lid to th e  box.
“I suppose you should be go ing ,” Kascha said, 
t ry in g  to force a polite  smile.
“Yes,” I said, look ing  back over at Privdi. “I 
suppose I should.”
I was about to m ake  some excuse  involving th e  
un lit  stairs and hallway, but rea lized  it would be to 
my advantage  to rem ain  s ilen t and leave quietly. As I 
headed  dow n th e  stairs, gu id ing  myself a long the  
ban ister w ith  my r ig h t  hand, th e  box re s t in g  in my 
left, I recogn ized  th e  old Persian carpe t l in ing  th e  
floor below. In m y haste  to reach  Ana’s earlier, I 
h a d n ’t even no ticed  it ly ing  the re . Certainly, it  had 
always been  m y favorite  part of th e  building, go ing  
back to th e  first day w e moved in, and it rem inded  
m e of a b e t te r  tim e, even th o u g h  it was som eth in g  I 
only saw in passing. Every year, I had been careful 
to ren e w  my application  w ith  th e  build ing  m anager 
to re locate  to an ap a r tm en t  on th a t  floor, and every 
year I’d been  told th a t  th e re  w e re  still no vacancies, 
but tha t,  if I liked, I was w elcom e to try  again th e  
fo llow ing year.
As I con tin u ed  dow nw ard , I could still hear Privdi 
and Kascha ta lk ing, and I looked back to find them  
star ing  at m e from th e  top of th e  staircase. I suppose 
th ey  th o u g h t  I m ig h t  t ry  one  last th ing , like a th ie f  
w h o ’d been caugh t p ro w lin g  and m ercifully  sen t on 
his way, look ing  to filch any small item  w hile  leav­
ing  th e  store  as a m eans of g e t t in g  in th e  last word.
I found myself c re a t in g  vague scenarios w h e re  I 
exac ted  my revenge  on Privdi, som etim es as his wife 
w atched , and o th e r  times, th e  tw o of th em  to ge ther .  
U ltimately, though , I w ound  up unsatisfied. Ana 
would arrive  at th e  end of each scenario, and her 
stoic ind ifference  would unde rcu t any pleasure I had 
gained  p rio r to th a t  m om ent.
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By t h e  t im e  I r e a c h e d  t h e  lobby, I could see t h a t  
mos t  of t h e  s t r ee t lam ps  ou ts ide  had  been  d im m e d  or 
shu t  off en t i re ly .  It b e in g  December ,  e l e c t r i c i ty  was  
especia l ly scarce,  and eve ry  n i g h t  a f te r  a c e r t a in  
hour ,  a p o r t ion  of t h e  p o w e r  across t h e  c i ty  was  shu t  
off to k e e p  e x p e n s e s  d o w n  and resources  up.
I was  in no h u r r y  to r e t u r n  to m y  small a p a r t ­
m e n t  on t h e  o t h e r  s ide of t h e  r iver ,  so I h eade d  
tow ard  t h e  Kafe Quristi ,  t h e  only  place  usually open  
late in t h e  even ing .  If I was lucky, I m i g h t  a r r ive  in 
t im e  for t h e  f inal round.  Of course  then ,  t h e r e  was  
th e  possibi l i ty t h a t  I m i g h t  r e c o g n i z e  s om eone  and  
have  to e x p la in  t h e  box,  so pe rh ap s  it  w a s n ’t t h e  best  
idea. But maybe ,  I t h o u g h t ,  I could  s tee r  t h e  c o n v e r ­
sat ion aw ay  from it, i g n o re  t h e  box  a l to g e th e r .  
Certainly ,  if Leni w e r e  the re ,  h e  w ou ld  r e c o g n i z e  t h e  
pi l lows and  k n o w  b e t t e r  t h a n  to b r in g  up t h e  subject ,  
unless I did so first. I could c o u n t  on  h im  th a t  way.  
Just l ike h e  could c o u n t  on m e  to d e c i p h e r  a look, a 
facial express ion ,  a small h a n d  signal , as I had  done  
ea r l ie r  t h a t  even ing .
Eventual ly  g e t t i n g  t i red,  I s w i tch ed  t h e  box to 
t h e  o t h e r  hand ,  and  finally, up over m y  shoulder,  
balanced  aga ins t  m y  head.  I was  so p reoccupied ,  it 
did no t  even  occur  to m e  h o w  silly I m us t  have  
looked.  At a dis tance ,  t h e  box  probab ly  re sem bled  
th a t  old w o v en  la undry  baske t  m y  g r a n d m o t h e r  had 
car r ied  w h e n  w e  w e r e  ch i ld ren .  Each day, she  would  
t a k e  th e  mos t  d i r ec t  r o u te  to t h e  Drini, w h i c h  in our  
case, un fo r tuna te ly ,  led s t r a ig h t  t h r o u g h  t h e  c e n t e r  
of tow n .  It was  t h e r e  t h a t  she  w ashed  our  c lo thes  in 
t h e  r iv e r ’s icy w a te r .  Once,  w h e n  I asked  h e r  w h y  
she n e e d e d  to w a lk  t h a t  specific  r o u te — w h y  she 
c o u ld n ’t t a k e  t h e  pa th  a long  t h e  base of t h e  m o u n ­
ta in — she looked  so p e rp le x e d  th a t  I did n o t  have  t h e  
h e a r t  to exp la in  h o w  it em barrassed  m y  b ro th e r  and  
me.
Still, I w a lk ed  on, n o w  oblivious to t h e  box on
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top  of m y  head , and  obliv ious  to  th e  ra in  th a t  c o n t in ­
ued  fa ll ing . T h e re  w e re  a t least a n o th e r  te n  or 
tw e lv e  blocks to  go be fo re  I re a c h e d  th e  c e n t e r  of 
to w n , and  so as I a p p ro a c h e d  th e  m a in  road, I lis­
t e n e d  for th e  sound  of so m eo n e  I m ig h t  k n o w  a p ­
p ro a c h in g  in  a c a r t  o r  on  a b icycle . U n fo r tu n a te ly  
th o u g h ,  t h e  in c re a s in g  d a rk n e ss  and  th e  re le n t le ss  
ra in  had, of course , d r iv e n  ev e ry o n e  off of th e  s tree ts .  
All of th is  d a w n e d  on  m e  r a th e r  s low ly  h o w ev er ,  
c au s in g  m e  to  w a lk  several b locks in  a d r e n c h in g  
d o w n p o u r  im a g in in g  th a t  i t  w o u ld n ’t be lo n g  befo re  
so m eo n e  u l t im a te ly  ap p ea red .  Later, across th e  
square, ju s t  past th e  Kafe Quristi, I a l low ed  m yse lf  to 
g ive  up hope .  S tro l l in g  a lo n g  q u i te  s low ly— sure ly  I 
w as a lre ad y  as w e t  as I cou ld  possibly  g e t— m y  ears  
gave  up l i s te n in g  for a sound  th a t  did  n o t  e x is t  and  
m y  m in d  s lipped  off in to  a n o th e r  in  a lo n g  series  of 
daydream s.
Translated from the Albanian by 
Kevin Phelan and Bill U'Ren
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Jo rge  Luis Borges
Street  W i th  Pink Store
Now t h e  eyes  t u rn  long ing ly  to w ard  t h e  n i g h t  in 
each  l i t t le  s treet ,
and  i t ’s l ike a th i r s t  c a t c h in g  t h e  scen t  of rain.  
N ow  all t h e  roads are  close by, 
even  t h e  road of miracle.
The  w in d  carr ies  fo rw ard  t h e  to rp id  dawn.
The  daw n  is our  fear  of d o in g  th in g s  c lear  as day 
and  it comes  d o w n  ha rd  on us.
I have w a lked  all blessed n i g h t  long  
and  it fills m e  w i th  res t lessness 
in th is  s tree t ,  w h a te v e r  s t r ee t  it  is.
Here,  on ce  more ,  t h e  reassu rance  of t h e  plains 
on t h e  h o r izo n
and t h e  vacan t  lot a ju m b le  of w e e d  and  w i r e
and t h e  s to re as b r ig h t
as t h e  n e w  m oon  at  dusk  last n igh t .
I t ’s as close as a m em ory ,  th is  in t e r s e c t io n  
w i th  its broad  plazas and  its p rom ise  of cour tyards.  
How lovely to be your  witness ,  e t e rn a l  s tree t ,  
s ee ing  th a t  m y  days have  looked  at  so few  things!  
N ow t h e  air is rayed  w i th  l ight .
My years  have tr ave lled t h e  roads of land and  sea 
and I k n o w  only  you, quie t  and rosy s tree t .
Indeed  I t h i n k  your  walls conce ived  th e  sunrise,  
you g lo w in g  s to re at  t h e  en d  of n igh t .
I th ink ,  and  m y  voice a m o n g  the se  buildings  
seems to be 
t h e  confession of m y  poverty:
I have n o t  real ly seen t h e  r ivers  or  oceans  or  
mounta in s ,
but  t h e  l i gh t  of Buenos Aires becam e  m y  bosom 
com pan ion
6 8  C utBank
an d  I fo rg e  th e  verses  of m y  life and  d e a th  
by th e  l ig h t  of th o se  s tre e t l ig h ts .
Oh long, lo n g - s u f fe r in g  s tree t ,  
you a re  th e  on ly  m usic  th a t  I kn o w .
translated from the Spanish 
by Robert M ezey
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Jo rg e  Luis Borges
R icardo  Giiiraldes
W h o  could  ever  fo rg e t  his courtesy?
It w as th e  un lo o k ed  for and  th e  p r im a ry  
Form of his n a tu ra l  k ind liness ,  th e  very  
Sign of a sp ir i t  as lim pid  as th e  day.
N e i th e r  m us t  w e  fo rg e t  th e  d eb o n a ir  
Seren ity ,  th e  f ine  face and  s t ro n g  fram e,
T he  g low  of d e a th  to com e, th e  g low  of fame, 
T he  h an d  in te r ro g a t in g  a gu ita r .
As in th e  p u re  d ream  of a lo o k in g  glass 
(You are  rea li ty ,  I bu t its likenesses)
I see you h o ld in g  us in sw e e t  d iscourses
On Q uin tana . T h e re  you are, m agical, dead.
All yours  now , Ricardo, th e  fresh, o u tsp read  
Pastu res  of yes te rday , and  d aw n  w i th  its horses.
translated from the Spanish 
by Robert M ezey
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J o rg e  Luis Borges
A d ro g u e
In t h a t  b e w i l d e r i n g  n i g h t  no  o n e  n e e d  fear  
T h a t  I m a y  lose m y  w a y  a m o n g  t h e  d a rk  
F lo w erb ed s  t h a t  w e a v e  t h e i r  sys tem in t h e  p a rk  
P ro p i t io u s  to nos ta lg ic  love affairs,
Or id le  e v e n i n g s  w h e n  a b i rd  e n t u n e s  
In d e e p  leaves i ts inva r i ab le  song,
T h e  s u m m e r  a rb o r  and  t h e  c u r v in g  pond,
T h e  h a z y  s t a tu a ry  and  dub ious  ruins.
T h e  coac h  house,  h o l lo w  in t h e  h o l lo w  shade,  
M a rk s  (I w e l l  k n o w )  t h e  w a v e r i n g  b o u n d a ry  l ines  
Of th i s  d im  w o r ld  of dus t  and  j a s m in e  vines,
So p le a s in g  to H e r r e r a  and  Ver la ine .
T h e  shade  is r e d o l e n t  of e u c a ly p tu s —
A n c ie n t  and  m ed ic ina l ,  i ts f r ag rance ,
P ie r c i n g  t h r o u g h  t i m e  an d  vagar ie s  of l anguage ,  
D eno tes  for m e  t h e  e ra  of t h e  quintas.
M y  s tep  feels  f o rw a rd  for and  f inds  t h e  e x p e c t e d  
T hresho ld .  T h e  level  roof de f ine s  its shadow,
And I can  h e a r  f rom t h e  ch essboard  pa t io  
T h e  pe r io d ic  d r i p p i n g  of a sp igot .
On t h e  o t h e r  s ide of t h e  closed doors  lie s l e e p in g  
Those  w h o  by v i r t u e  of t h e i r  d r e a m i n g  w o r k  
Are m a s t e r s  in t h e  v i s iona ry  d a rk  
Of bound less  y e s te rd a y  and  all dead  th ings .
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In th is  old b u ild in g  each  th in g  is familiar:
I r e c o g n iz e  even  th e  m ica  flakes 
In th e  g rey  g ra n i te  th a t  red u p lica te s  
Itself incessan t ly  in th e  sm udgy  m irro r;
B iting  an iron  ring , th e  l io n ’s head;
And by th e  door, th e  co lo red  lozen g es  
T h a t  offer trea su re s  to  a c h i ld ’s gaze ,—
A w o rld  of g reen ,  a n o th e r  w o r ld  of red.
Even beyond  th e  ra n g e  of d e a th  and  ch a n c e  
T hese  th in g s  en d u re ,  each  has its h is to ry ,
But it  all h a p p e n s  in a k in d  of t ran c e ,
A fo u r th  d im ension ,  w h ic h  is m em ory .
T he  patios  and  g a rd en s  still live on,
But th e r e  alone, p rese rv ed  th e r e  by t im e  past 
In th a t  fo rb id d en  c irc le  th a t  has e m b ra ced  
At th e  sam e m o m e n t  th e  e v e n in g  and  th e  daw n.
How could  I ever  lose th e  plain, p rec ise  
O rder  of th e se  beloved  th in g s  of ours,
Today as i r re t r ie v a b le  as th e  flow ers  
T h a t  th e  firs t Adam k n e w  in Paradise?
T he  a n c ie n t  w o n d e r  of th e  e legy  
O v erw h e lm s  m e  w h e n  I th in k  ab o u t th a t  p lace  
And I do n o t  u n d e rs ta n d  h o w  t im e  can  pass,
I, w h o  am t im e  and  blood and  agony.
translated from the Spanish  
by Robert M ezey  and Richard Barnes
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Jo rg e  Luis Borges
The Causes
T h e  g e n e ra t io n s  an d  th e  s e t t in g  suns.
T h e  pass ing  days, of w h ic h  n o n e  w as th e  first. 
F reshness  of w a te r  in  th e  th r o a t  of Adam. 
Paradise, w i th  e v e ry  leaf in  place.
T he  ey e  in t e r p r e t i n g  th e  t e x t  of shadow s.
T h e  ho w ls  of c o u p l in g  w olves  in  th e  d aw n  l igh t .  
T h e  h e x a m e te r .  T he  w ord . T h e  lo o k in g  glass. 
T h e  T o w e r  of Babel and  its  v a u n t in g  p ride .
T he  m o o n  th a t  gazes  d o w n  on  th e  Chaldees.
T he  G anges  and  its  m u l t i tu d in o u s  sands. 
C h u a n g - tz u  and  th e  b u t te r f ly  t h a t  d ream s h im . 
T h e  g o ld e n  app les  of th e  H esperides .
T h e  fo o tp a th s  of th e  aim less  la b y rin th .
T h e  end less  fabric  of P ene lope .
T h e  Stoics in  t h e i r  ev e r  c i rc u la r  t im e .
T he  brass co in  in t h e  m o u th  of h im  w h o  died. 
T he  s w o rd ’s w e ig h t  as i t  p resses  d o w n  th e  scale. 
Each d rop  of w a te r  in  th e  w a te rc lo c k .
T h e  eagles, t h e  m a g n if ic e n c e ,  th e  legions,
And Caesar on  th e  m o r n in g  of Pharsalia .
T he  shadow s of th e  crosses on  th e  ea r th .
T he  P ers ian  an d  h is  a lg eb ra  and  chessboard .
T he  t ra c k s  and  trac es  of th e  g r e a t  m ig ra t io n s .  
T he  c o n q u e r in g  of k in g d o m s  by th e  sw ord.
T he  n e v e r - r e s t i n g  com pass. T h e  o p en  sea.
T he  t i c k in g  of th e  c lock  in m e m o ry .
T he  k in g  b r o u g h t  to  th e  ju s t ic e  of th e  axe. 
In ca lcu lab le  dus t th a t  o n c e  w as arm ies .
T h e  p u re  vo ice  of th e  n ig h t in g a l e  in D enm ark . 
T h e  p rec ise  l in e  of th e  ca l l ig ra p h e rs .
T he  su ic id e ’s face re f le c te d  in  th e  m ir ro r .
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T h e  c a rd s h a rp ’s h id d e n  ace. T h e  g re e d y  g o ld .
T h e  s tra n g e  shapes th a t  th e  c lo u d  ta ke s  in  th e  d e se rt. 
Each a rabesque  o f  th e  k a le id o s c o p e .
E v e ry  b i t in g  re g re t  and  e v e ry  te a r—
A n d  a ll o f th e se  th in g s  had  to  co m e  to  pass 
B e fo re  o u r  han d s  c o u ld  m e e t.
translated from the Spanish 
by Robert Mezey
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V ic to r ia  R os tov ich
Folk Tales
I. A Love S tory
He stood jus t  ou ts ide  t h e  door, w a t c h i n g  h e r  
equ i l ib r ium  ru n  low.
T h e  m o o n  is h a n g i n g  and  t h a t ’s a good om en .  The  
stars
have  fal len on t h e m  h u n d r e d s  of t imes .  T h e  h o t  
shadow
from t h e  tea  cup,  grays  and  g raze s  t h e  c a rp e t  w h i c h  
he
h a d n ’t s tood  on for a w h i le .  How long  had  it  been  
s ince
h e ’d s tooped  w h i l e  pass ing  t h r o u g h  h e r  doorframe? 
So
long  s ince  h e  last h e a rd  t h e  d ru m  roll of h e r  f inge rs
on his  backbone .  T h e  m o m e n t  w h e n  h e  should press 
his
h a n d  over  h e r  m o u t h  soon b eca m e  e v id e n t  to both.  
I t ’s
r a re  t h a t  o p e n i n g s  ev e r  p r e s e n t  th e m s e lv es  as any  
t h i n g
but  t h e  f irs t  bees of April.  S o m e t h i n g  m u s t  h a p p e n  
soon.
His h a n d  m u s t  ev e n tu a l ly  d e t a c h  i tself  and  m a k e  a 
ges tu re .
Run  t h e  i n d e x  f in g e r  f rom h e r  b o t to m  lip to t h e  
c e n t e r
of h e r  b reas tbone .  W h o  can  stay still? W h o ’s 
moving?
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II. R e s o u r c e s
It has been  h o t t e r  s ince  w e  p la s te red  th e  f ro n t  yard, 
so h o t
th e  old ones  on th e  s tum ps ask for m o re  w a te r  th a n  
usual.
T he  f low er  g a rd en s  are  losing  th e i r  lus trous  red; th e  
g re e n s
are  fad ing  to  pastels. T h re e  m e n  and  I sat on a 
bench , u n d e r
a tree ,  d u r in g  th e  storms. I on ly  w a n t  th e  m e lody  of 
th e i r
questions, w ea v in g  w i th  th e  th u n d e r ,  r e p e a te d  daily  
in m y head.
T hey  w a n te d  to d r in k  th e n  and  th e re .  T hey  asked 
perm iss ion  to
ca tch  th e  d o w n p o u r  in th e i r  m ou ths .  T hey  w e re  free  
to choose.
For our lives to go som ep lace  w et,  I have  to  d rive  a 
t ru c k
m ade from  gold, at least g o ld -p la te d  on th e  surfaces. 
T he  old
ones w h o  o w n  th e  t ru c k  are  in possession of cus ta rd  
pow der, and,
at tim es, c o n c e n t ra te d  fish sauce, to flavor th e i r  m a in  
s tap le—
grains. I n e e d  to g e t  som e w a te r  to th e m  soon, 
before  th e y  g e t
bored  w i th  h u n g e r ,  before  th e y  g e t  a n g ry  and  p la n t  
land m in es  in
th e  riverbed . Sp ite  is ac t ion  bu t n o t  solu tion . But, 
th e y  are
free  to choose. I d id n ’t go do w n  for it too w ell w h e n  
I lost
t im e  c a r ry in g  w a te r  w i th  th o se  w h o  a b an d o n e d  me, 
ou t of spite,
7 6  C utBank
and  le ft m e  w a n d e r in g .  I to ld  th e m  if I g o t  lost o n e  
m o re  t im e,
and  if I lost m y  o ccu p a tio n ,  I w ou ld  b eco m e  a pagan , 
a rebel,
a g u e rr i l la .  I to ld  th e m  on ly  th e  c h i ld re n  d ese rv e  th e  
w a te r ,
and  I cou ld  ta k e  aw ay  th e  w a te r ,  th e  g ra in  and  
f lo w er  seeds,
an d  th e  ch i ld re n .  I to ld  th e m , of course, th e y  w e re  
f ree  to
choose  in  th is,  and  all m a tte rs .  R eso lu tion  seem s 
p robab le .
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V ic to r ia  R ostov ich
W ash Duty
I Tha t  boy f rom t h e  gas sta t ion  comes  in
I had your  w el fa re  in mind .  I des igned  it  all for you.
The  m a c h in e s  run  themselves .  T hey  s t r e t ch  ou t  th e i r
s tr ings
to each  o the r .  T hey  w a n t  to help.  Just fol low t h e  
lights,
in sequence .  You'll g e t  used to it. Even t h e  noises 
will
sound l ike drums.  I t ’s easy and  I’m grate ful .  Believe 
me,
I’m grateful .  I w a n t  to he lp  too. I can  cu t  ha i r  in a 
s t ra igh t
line.  I will  color  inside  t h e  l ines of your  body and 
h id e  you
in m y  crawl ho le  w h e n  cops knock .  Only t h e  
m a c h in e s  will  know .
II Our Secre ts
The  gi raffe is e i g h t e e n  inches  tall. H e ’s a n ice  pet .
He always uses his  box  and  h e  eats  ve ry  l i tt le.
He talks back,  but  n o t  in a smar t  way.  His n a m e  is 
Alesso.
He needs  me.  I n e e d  you to d ra in  m y  too-fu l l  
breasts .
I n e e d  to f a t t en  you up w h e n  icicles h a n g  by t h e  
wall.
I spen t  years  in Swi tze r land .  I k e p t  al ive a small 
cactus.
I fed it w i th  d r ied  blood from g ro u n d  m a r row .  I used 
ESPOMA
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brand. T he  n i t ro g e n  allows th e  soil to b rea th e .  T he  
cells
b re a th e  so clearly . M ost peo p le  d o n ’t u n d e rs ta n d  th e  
value
of n i t ro g e n .  T h ey  th in k  soap and  w a te r  a re  en o u g h . 
Safe
u n d e r  sheets , th e y  le t  th e i r  h ands  t ra m p  across skin 
full
of w aste .  W e  w ill sw ea t fo r ty  m in u te s  each  day. At 
least.
I ’m m a k in g  you an offer. W e ’ll be so clean, ins ide
and  out. M y u n ifo rm  stays fresh  and  so w ill yours.
I ’ll w ash  th e m  th e  r ig h t  way. C hopchop , Daddy-O.
M en  fold la u n d ry  w i th  such qu ick  hands.
I ’ve ta k e n  to  w e a r in g  lipstick . Peach.
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Beverly  L o w ry
from  h e r  novel ,
The Track of Real Desires
Leland  looked  ou t  t h e  k i t c h e n  w in d o w .  T h e  side 
yard  was  a ju n g l e  of u n p r u n e d  f ru i t  t rees,  o a k - l e a f  
hyd rangeas ,  weeds ,  tall s talks of g r o u n d  a r t i chokes ,  
and  p e r e n n i a l  h e rb s  r u n n i n g  wild .  A n y o n e  w h o  d i d n ’t 
k n o w  Baker w o u ld  assume t h a t  h e r e  w as  a p ie c e  of 
useless g round ,  left  to go w i ld ly  to seed.  Leland  could  
im a g in e  Baker s h ov ing  a ca re fu l  h a n d  d o w n  a m o n g  
t h e  Johnson  grass, c o m i n g  up w i t h  a pee r le ss  s ta lk  of 
r o s e m a ry  or  b u n c h  of m in t ,  t h e  h y d r a n g e a  for  t h e  
um bre l la  s tand,  a peach ,  a plum, som e  p a r t i c u la r  k in d  
of g r e e n e r y  for  t h e  table,  p e r f e c t  for  a f i l l - in.
She r e a c h e d  for  t h e  faucet ,  t h e n  d r e w  h e r  h a n d  
qu ick ly  back,  r e m e m b e r i n g  Baker ’s p a r t i n g  i n s t r u c ­
t ions  to not ,  for God's  sake,  t u r n  t h e  w a t e r  on.  Mell  
was  ups ta i rs  re s t ing .  Baker and  Toby had  g o n e  to 
p ick  up Roy f rom school .  Leland w as  alone,  w a i t i n g  
to have  h e r  in t e rv ie w .  Baker and  Mell  w o u l d n ’t say 
too  m u c h  ab o u t  th i s  R ox ie  Sidwell ,  bu t  w h e n  Mel l  
said “W a i t  till you  m e e t  R oxie,” in t h e  same u n f a t h ­
om a b le  w a y  s h e ’d spoken  a b o u t  t h e  rat ,  Leland  had  to 
w o n d e r .
T h e  k i t c h e n  was  a w re c k ,  s tacks  of p la tes  and  
bowls  on  e v e ry  surface,  w a i t i n g  for t h e  s ink  to g e t  
f ixed.  Leland c h e c k e d  t h e  c lock  on t h e  m ic ro w a v e .  
Half an  hour.
H e a r in g  a l ig h t  t a p p i n g  sound,  she  b r o u g h t  h e r  
a t t e n t i o n  back  to t h e  w in d o w .  She looked  for a bird,  
bu t  t h e  sound  w a s n ’t at  t h e  w in d o w ,  exac t ly .  She 
leaned  over t h e  s ink  to look ou t  and  h e a r d  a vo ice  
f a in t ly  cal l ing,  as if from  t h e  d ra in  itself.  And th e n
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th e  b ird l ik e  ta p p in g  sound cam e again. Leland leaned  
h e r  h ead  dow n, ea r  first, to w ard  th e  dra in . M ell 's  
h a rd  w o rk  had  d o n e  its job, and  e x c e p t  for scraps of 
sh r im p  peel and  bits  of deb ris  th e  s ink  w as em pty .
T he  vo ice  cam e again , fa in t  and  ghostly , like  a 
fa r-o ff  c ry  for help . Leland s t ra ig h te n e d ,  looked  
around . T h e re  w as nobody, n o th in g .  R e t r ie v in g  a 
small w h i te  espresso cup  she th o u g h t  had  b een  h e rs  
at lunch , she  refil led  it  w i th  coffee from  th e  F rench  
p lu n g e r  pot. T he  coffee w as in k y  w i th  c h ico ry  and, 
because  i t  had  b een  s i t t in g  s ince  lunch , bare ly  w arm .
She l is ten ed  for th e  vo ice  again , bu t all she h ea rd  
w as th e  squeak of a f loorboard  so m ew h ere .
T hese  S tran g e  Park  houses, full of gh o s tly  c reaks  
and  w hispers .  Leland used to  w alk  th ro u g h  th is  
n e ig h b o rh o o d  on  h e r  w ay  to  class at M a r le n e t ta ’s 
s tudio  in  th e  old Elks Lodge on th e  ed g e  of d o w n ­
tow n . T he  h u lk in g  b r ick  houses  looked  to h e r  like  
bank  vaults, symbols of th e  safe life— th e  fa th e r  w i th  
a s teady  job, th e  m o th e r  m a k in g  cookies, th e  life of 
h o m e o w n e rs  and  good c i t izens .  W h e n  h e r  m o th e r  
died, Leland d iscovered  th e y  h a d n ’t had  to live like  
gypsies all th o se  years, m o v in g  in  th e  m idd le  of th e  
n ig h t  to  y e t  a n o th e r  r e n te d  house. John S tandard  had  
insu rance ; th e  Air Force took  ca re  of its w idow s.
Dolly m ig h t  have  b o u g h t  a house, m ade  th e i r  life 
b e t te r .  Leland had  no  idea w h y  she h a d n ’t. Fear, 
perhaps,  th a t  th e  m o n e y  m ig h t  ru n  out, and  th e n  
sh e ’d have  to  go back to  Iowa. W h e n  Leland d ream ed  
abou t Eunola, she w as o f ten  s ta n d in g  on a s t r e e t  in 
th e  dark, lo o k in g  in to  th e  w in d o w  of a S tran g e  Park  
hom e.
She took  a sip of th e  th ic k  black sludge Baker 
called  coffee.
“H elp .” It cam e  again , from  th e  walls.
Leland g r ip p e d  th e  cup. She did n o t  k n o w  h o w  
M elan ie  and  Baker m a n a g e d  to g e t  up th e  m o rn in g  
a f te r  Lucy died, ta k e  th e  n e x t  b rea th ,  m u c h  less f ind
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a w a y  to  m a k e  a l i f e  o f a n y  k in d  fo r  th e m s e lv e s . O n ce  
a g a in  L e la n d  lo o k e d  o u t th e  k i t c h e n  w in d o w .  L o s t in  
th o u g h t ,  she w as tu rn e d  in  p r o f i le  to  th e  d o o r le a d ­
in g  to  th e  la u n d ry  ro o m  and  th e  b a ck  d o o r w h e n  th e  
m a n  cam e in .
F o r a m o m e n t h e  s tood  th e re , n o t  k n o w in g  h o w  
to  k e e p  f ro m  f r ig h te n in g  h e r . G a z in g  o u t th e  w in ­
d o w  as i f  t ra n s f ix e d , she l i f t e d  th e  cu p  h a lfw a y  to  h e r  
m o u th  and  th e n  c le a r ly  s e n s in g  h is  p re s e n c e —  
h e s ita te d .
H e e x te n d e d  a h a n d  in  h e r  d ir e c t io n ,  as i f  to  c a lm  
h e r, and  spoke  in  a lo w  v o ic e . “ D o n ’t  le t  m e  s ta r t le  
y o u .”
As she gasped, h e r  h a n d  ca m e  up  and  th e  cu p  h i t  
a to o th ,  th e n  d ro p p e d  to  th e  f lo o r ,  s p ra y in g  d a rk , 
h e a v y  d ro p le ts  across th e  l in o le u m .
“ A h h , t h a t ’s e x a c t ly  w h a t  I d id  not w a n t  to  d o .”
H e cam e o ve r, p ic k e d  up  th e  cu p  and  l ig h t l y  p la ce d  
h is  h a n d  on  h e r  a rm . “ A re  yo u  o ka y? ”
“ Yes. I d o n ’t  k n o w  w h y  I — ”
“ I ’m  s o rry . H e to o k  h is  h a n d  a w a y . “ I w as t r y in g  
to  p re p a re  you...”
She f in g e re d  h e r  to o th .  “ N o  h a rm  d o n e ,” she said. 
“ R e a lly .” She to o k  a s tep  ba ck . “ N o  h a rm .” She ra n  
h e r  to n g u e  across h e r  te e th .
“ I w as d o w n  th e r e ” — w i t h  a sm a ll c re s c e n t 
w re n c h  h e  p o in te d  to w a rd  th e  f lo o r — ’’ta p p in g  th e  
p ip e .” H e set d o w n  th e  w re n c h ,  th e  cu p . “ I th o u g h t  
yo u  w e re  M e l l . ”
“ Y o u ’re  th e  p lu m b e r . ”
H e h e ld  o u t h is  h a n d , lo o k e d  a t i t ,  w i t h d r e w  i t .  
“ I ’m  also f i l t h y , "  h e  e x p la in e d . “ Ja cky  N e lm s . A n d  
y o u ’re  L e la n d .”
“ Y es.”
“ N o t M e l l  a t a l l . ”
“ N o .”
He w as w e a r in g  a fad e d  b lu e  w o r k  s h ir t  w i t h  
p e a r l b u tto n s , b lu e  jeans , n o  b e lt,  w o rn  le a th e r  la c e -
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up boots, t h e  sh i r t  open  one  b u t to n  too m a n y  to be 
an acc iden t .  He had  a fain t ly  M e d i t e r r a n e a n  look, his  
na tu ra l ly  tan  skin s t r e t c h e d  tau t  and  smooth  across 
his skull, so t h a t  th e  h ig h  c h e e k b o n e s  and broad 
fo rehead  b e n e a th  seem ed  on t h e  v e rg e  of b r e a k in g  
th ro u g h .  His eyes w e r e  an in t e n s e  dark  brown, his 
co n v i c t - c ro p p e d  ha i r  a l t o g e th e r  gray.  He was  slim 
bu t  n o t  skinny,  and  t h e r e  was a sense of a th le t ic i sm  
about  him, of wired ,  in s is ten t  focus. He looked 
sculpted,  a m adm an ,  fabulous.
R ea l iz ing  she  was  star ing,  Leland cam e  to, 
e n o u g h  to rea l ize  h e  was  s ta r ing  back.  “I ’m sorry I 
d i d n ’t a n s w e r , ’’ she  said. “I heard .  You w e r e  u n d e r  
t h e  house?’’
“Flat on  m y  back .”
“I t h o u g h t  you were...”
“A ghost?”
“I s ta r ted  to say.”
“I t h o u g h t  so.”
“You w e r e  ca l l ing  M ell .”
“Yes.”
“ ' M e l l ’ sounded  like...”
“ ' H e lp ’?”
“How did you k n o w ? ”
He sh rugged .  “F igures .” He tu r n e d  his  back,  w e n t  
to t h e  sink,  o p e n e d  t h e  tap, w a tc h e d  t h e  w a te r  
disappear.
“This o u g h t  to ho ld ,” h e  said. “At least  t h r o u g h  
to n i g h t  and d in n e r . ”
A f rozen  m o m e n t .  Leland studied  his back.
He tu rn e d  around,  ho o k ed  his th u m b s  th r o u g h  
th e  loops of his  jeans  and f row ned .  For a second 
Leland fel t h im  back off in to  t h e  safe rea l i ty  of th e  
s i t u a t io n —his f r i ends ’ k i t ch en ,  a c logged  drain,  a 
job— and pull away from her.  For a second,  in self­
p ro te c t io n  she  did t h e  same th ing .  It was crazy.  He 
was as obsessive,  as s in g l e - m in d e d  and  as r ap t  as she. 
She d i d n ’t k n o w  w h o  h e  was  or  h o w  far th is  would
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t a k e  her ,  bu t  she  k n e w  w h a t  h e  was  up for. She 
w a n te d  to leave t h e  room, t h e  house,  jus t  go. She 
w a s n ’t even,  for G od’s sake, over  S imon yet .
Jacky Nelms m a de  a s l igh t  a d ju s tm e n t  w i t h i n  
h im se lf  and  cam e  back,  eyes ha rd  on her .  “W el l?” It 
was a cha l lenge .
“Yes. All r i g h t . ” She m e t  h im  halfway,  h o ld in g  
h e r  g round ,  d o in g  h e r  bluff t o u g h - g u y  d a n c e r  pose.
He smiled and  gave a l i t t le  laugh.  Briefly, h e r  
brusque  m a t t e r -o f - f a c tn e s s ,  so u n s o u th e rn ,  had  
t h r o w n  him, t h e  w ay  she  stood the re ,  shoulders  
squared,  head  t h r o w n  back.
W h e n  she spoke  h e r  voice was  low. “Listen... 
umm...”
He w aited .  He had  learned .  If you w aited ,  w o m e n  
dec la red  them se lves  m u c h  m o r e  s t r a ig h t fo rw a rd ly  
t h a n  men .  But you had  to shut  up first. Let t h e m  talk.
“Do you have  plans?”
He cocked  his  head.  “Plans?”
“W e  have  an e x t r a  p lace at  t h e  tab le  to n ig h t .  A 
l a s t - m in u t e  can c e l l a t io n .”
The  f ron t  door  opened ,  t h e  d o g ’s nai ls  c l icked  and  
Baker cam e  in to  t h e  k i t c h e n .  S ta n d in g  in t h e  door, 
h e  h ea rd  Leland,  saw t h e  w h o le  th in g .  “A h e m .” He 
said t h e  word .  “Yes, Jacky...ah...would you l ike  to com e  
for supper  to n ig h t? ”
Before Jacky could answer ,  Baker t a cked  on a 
r e q u i re m e n t .  “Only if y o u ’ve f ixed  t h e  pipe.  O t h e r ­
wise.  . .”
Jacky reac h ed  b eh in d  himself ,  t u r n e d  t h e  w a te r  
on full force.
“Jesus,” Baker said. “God. Oh well ,  f ine .”
Leland fel t a f lu t t e r  of panic.  She was  m o v in g  too 
fast— ag a in — h u r l i n g  herse l f  fo rw ard  w i t h o u t  t h i n k ­
ing.  “ Baker. . .” She looked for help.
He w aved h e r  doubts  away.  “Don’t be silly,” he  
said. “A nybody’s b e t t e r  th a n  H ank .” He p o in t ed  at 
Jacky and g r in n ed .  “Even you. But, oh God, you do
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k n o w  w h o 's — oh...” He t h r e w  up his  hands.  “I d o n ’t 
w a n t  to t h i n k  abou t  i t .”
Arms f lai ling,  Baker left  t h e  room. L ight  quick 
steps p a t t e r e d  d o w n  t h e  stairs, and  t h e  f ro n t  door 
slammed.
Leland t i l ted  h e r  head.  “I have  s o m e t h in g  to tell  
you .”
“Oh m y  God, serious. Are you sure  I w a n t  to 
k n o w ? ”
She laughed  l ightly.  “I’m pos i t ive  you d o n ' t . ” 
“T h e n  d o n ’t. W e  h a v e n ’t even  shaken  hands."
“No.” She he ld  ou t  h e r  hand.
“Let i t  w a i t . ”
Toby had  told h e r  over  and  over  again,  wait ,  go 
slow, she  was  always ju m p i n g  t h e  gun,  d e c l a r in g  
herse l f  too  soon and  w i t h o u t  m u c h  w a rn in g ,  or  need .  
“All r i g h t . ” She let  i t  go. “ But— ”
“Let i t  wait .  Now...” He p icked  up his  w r e n c h .  “I 
have  a n o t h e r  job, t h e n  I’ll f r e shen  up for d inne r .  
W h a t  t im e?”
“S ev e n - th i r ty ,  I t h i n k  Mell  said.”
“You th in k ? ”
She n a r r o w e d  h e r  eyes.  “S e v e n - th i r ty .  Tough  
guy .”
“Look w h o ’s ta lk ing .  I’ll be back .”
“M y son is w i t h  m e . ”
“And?”
She shrugged .  “N o th ing .  I... W h y  d o n ’t I k n o w  
you?”
“I m oved  h e r e  in t h e  t e n t h  g r a d e — you w e r e  g o n e  
by t h e n . ”
“So y o u ’re  y o u n g e r . ”
Than?”
She c i rc led  h e r  arm. “Me. Us.”
“Not  s igni f icant ly .  A yea r  or  so. I r e m e m b e r  
stor ies abou t  you.  It was  a h u g e  deal,  you know .
Leland S tandard  quit  school.  She w e n t  to M e m p h i s  
to be a d a n c e r . ' ”
C u t B ank
“ I d id n ’t  go  to  be a d a n c e r .”
“ W h a te v e r . ”
“ B u t I d id  go  to  M e m p h is . ”
H e w as q u ie t.
H e r face  w as a l i t t l e  c ro o k e d , a jo k e  k in d  o f  face . 
W h e n  she d ro p p e d  h e r  m a c h o  s tance , th e  s o ft s ide  o f 
h e r  e m e rg e d . She w as a r ro g a n t  and  a t th e  sam e t im e  
v u ln e ra b le ,  in n o c e n t  and  c le v e r , k n e w  w h a t  she 
w a n te d  b u t n o t  a lw a y s  h o w  to  ask fo r  i t .
“ A t  a n y  ra te , I re m e m b e r .”
“ Y o u r  p a re n ts  d id  w h a t? ”
“ R an a s to re , o v e r  b y  M o e 's . A  G re e k , a Jew . She 
w as th e  G re e k . W e  ra n  an I ta l ia n  g ro c e ry  s to re  and  
d e l i . ” H e  s h ru g g e d . “ Y ou  t e l l  m e .”
She la u g h e d . “ A b o u t w h a t? ”
“ Y ou  k n o w . T h e ir  o n ly  c h i ld — I w as supposed  to  
be a ro c k e t  s c ie n t is t ,  e d u c a te d  f ro m  m o n e y  m a d e  b y  
th e i r  lo n g  la b o rs  and  h a rd  w o rk ,  b u t— ”
“ Y ou  l ik e d  p lu m b in g ? ”
“ H a rd ly .  T o o k  a lo n g  t im e  to  f ig u r e  o u t. T h e  
w o rd s  d a n c in g  o n  th e  page  w h e n  I t r ie d  to  re a d  w as 
n o  le t t e r  b a lle t .  T h e y  d a n ce d  because m y  m in d  w as 
m a k in g  th e m .” H e to u c h e d  h is  b ro a d  fo re h e a d . 
“ W ire s  c ro sse d .”
“ D y s le x ia ? ”
“ By th e  t im e  w e  k n e w , I w as fe d  up  w i t h  fa i lu re  
and  s c h o o l— and  besides, I w as g o o d  w i t h  m y  hands. 
A lso , I h a ve  th is  s tra n g e , c o n t in u in g  b e l ie f  in  a fu l l  
l i f e  as th e  p o in t  o f  l iv in g ,  n o t  a jo b , m a y b e  because I 
gave  up  r o c k e t  s c ie n c e  e a r ly  o n  and  lo s t th e  fe e l in g  
o f b e in g  c a lle d  to  a p ro fe s s io n  and  fo u n d  o th e r  w a ys  
to  o c c u p y  m y s e lf. I do  m y  jo b  v e ry  w e ll ,  b u t i t ’s th e  
s m a lle s t p a r t  o f  w h a t  I a m .”
“ A n  a r is to c ra t ic  n o t io n . ”
“ Go o n .”
“ W o r k  as a s id e lin e , th e  l i f e  w e l l  l iv e d  as th e  
go a l, th e  p o in t ,  th e  s a t is fa c t io n . I ’d c a ll th a t  le is u re -  
class t h in k in g . ”
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“From a p lu m b e r . ”
“Don’t be coy.”
“I t ’s w h a t  I do .”
“ Be coy?”
“Plumb, w o m an .  P lum b.” He low ered  his  voice 
ha lf  an  octave.  A tr ick ,  bu t  she  l iked it.
“A r e n ’t you  t h e  o n e  w h o  b r ings  Baker t h e  N ew  
York and  London papers?”
“I d i d n ’t say i l l i terate .  But I am a p lum ber .  I 
s t ick m y  h a n d  d o w n  to i le ts  and  g r e a s e - c lo g g e d  
disposals, live m y  life in p e o p l e ’s da rk  and  d i r ty  
n e t h e r  w or lds .”
“You a re  a phony,  Jacky Nelm s .”
He cam e  to he r ,  p laced his  h a n d  on t h e  t ips  of 
h e r  spiky h a i r  to feel t h e  points ,  slid i t  to h e r  neck ,  
c u p p i n g  h e r  j aw bone .  He was  n o t  tall; she  only  had  
to s tand  a l i t t l e  on  t ip toes  to re a c h  h im. She pressed  
h e r  m o u t h  to his. Her  t o n g u e  d a r te d  b e t w e e n  his  
lips.
“I k n e w  t h a t , ” h e  said.
T h e r e  was  a noise from t h e  o t h e r  room,  Baker 
s c r e a m in g  s o m e t h in g  abou t  soup.
Leland pulled  back. “Yes.” She to u c h e d  his  
c h e e k  w i t h  h e r  f ingers .  “You’re  w a r m . ”
“G enes .” He b rushed  aw ay  a bi t  of d i r t  h e  had  
left on h e r  blouse.  “Unt i l  later,  Leland  S tanda rd ,” h e  
said. And h e  d r e w  his  top  lip ins ide his m o u t h  as if 
to ta s te  h e r  t o n g u e  once  again.  His lips w e r e  th in .  A 
deep  scar  cu t  t h e  bo t to m  o n e  in tw o  and  ran  t o w a rd  
his  ch in .  Leland w o n d e r e d  w h a t  k in d  of t ro u b le  h e ’d 
been  in. He t u r n e d  and  was  gone.
“W e l l . ” Baker w a l t z e d  in, h a v in g  p ou red  h im se lf  
a g in  and  ton ic .  He shook t h e  glass, r a t t l i n g  t h e  ice. 
“You l ike a dr ink ,  Lela?”
“No th a n k  you. Jesus, w h y  did I do tha t?”
“I t ’s f ine.  J acky ’s m y  best  fr iend."
“Can w e  m a k e  a n o t h e r  po t  of coffee?”
“Sweetie ,  of course.  T h e r e ’s only  o n e  t h i n g . ”
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“Oh God, w hat?"
“Jacky and  Dog B oyette .”
“W h a t? ”
“Like oil and  w a te r .”
“Oh God, w e ll .” She sh ru g g ed .  “Is Toby back?” 
She looked  a ro u n d  as if h e  m ig h t  be th e r e  in  th e  
room.
“He and  Roy a re  w a lk in g  th e  g o d d am n  dog  and 
F reddy  K ru e g e r .”
“Freddy  w ho?”
“T he  r a t .”
“T hey  took  th e  ra t  for a w alk?”
And th e n  som eone  w as k n o c k in g  a t th e  door and  
Baker w as g o n e  and  Leland w as r u n n in g  upsta irs  to 
g e t  a p a c k e t  of v itam ins , w o n d e r in g  as she w e n t  
w h a t  in  th e  w o rld  had  possessed Toby to  ta k e  a w a lk  
w i th  a dog  in  love, a tw e lv e -y e a r -o ld  boy and  a rat.
C u t B ank
REVIEWS
T h e  E ponym ous Duck
The Mexican Tree D uck, Jam es C rum ley
N ew  York: W a rn e r ,  1993.
R ev iew ed  by D ennis Held
R ec ip e  for d isas te r  (or o n e  he ll  of a good novel): T ake  
o n e  ju k eb o x ,  loaded w i th  th e  m o ro n ic  w a it in g s  of Boy 
G eorge .  N est le  it f irm ly  a top  a set of ra il road  tracks .  Add 
a d e s t i tu te  p r iv a te  in v e s t ig a to r  and  h is  o n e - le g g e d ,  m e t h -  
s n o r t in g  law y e r— go ahead, n a m e  h im  Solly R ainbolt,  
w h i le  y o u ’re  a t i t— and  s t ir  in a h a r d - r u n n i n g  f r e ig h t  t ra in  
h ig h b a l l in g  it for Spokane. “T h e  co llis ion  filled t h e  snow y  
n ig h t  w i th  an exp los ive  ra in b o w  sh o w e r  of p lastic  and  
p o t -m e ta l ,  w o r th le s s  q u a r te rs  and  in f la ted  dollar  bills th a t  
co v e red  th e  pale  p a r k in g  lo t l ik e  a h a rd  p o s t -ap o c a ly p t ic  
ra in  fa ll in g .”
And i t ’s a h a rd  ra in  t h a t  falls t h r o u g h o u t  The Mexican  
Tree Duck, Jam es C ru m le y ’s la tes t  d e te c t iv e  novel. C.W. 
Sughrue ,  t h e  d e te c t iv e  in question , is n o t  averse  to th e  
occasional to o t  h im self, and th e  fuel com es  in h an d y  as 
h e ’s lau n ch e d  on a tw is te d  search  for Sarita  C isneros  Pines, 
who, l ike  ev e ry b o d y  else S u g h ru e  m ee ts ,  is n o t  w h o  she 
seem s to be. She is t h e  m o th e r  of A bnorm al N o rm an  
H azelbrook , ap p a ren t ly ,  a p sy ch o p a th ic  b ik e r  c h u m  of 
C .W .’s, and  s h e ’s a t t h e  c e n te r  of a to r tu o u s  p lo t  th a t  
so m eh o w  involves t h e  ep o n y m o u s  duck, a p iece  of a n c ie n t  
p o t te ry  th a t  e x e r t s  p o w e r  beyond  C .W .’s c o m p re h e n s io n .
A long th e  way, S u g h ru e  hoo k s  up w i th  a co u p le  of old 
V ie tn am  buddies: F ran k lin  Ignacio  Vega, D enver cop, born  
“in El Paso to  a h a l f -G e rm a n  h a lf -b la ck  fa th e r  and  a half-  
M ex ica n  ha lf -S am o an  m o th e r  . . . w i th  no place  to call 
hom e, no  race, creed ,  h e r i ta g e ,  p ick ed  upon  by ev e ry b o d y  
on th e  s t re e t  w i th  t h e  s l ig h te s t  t r a c e  of e th n ic  p u r i t y ”; 
and  J im m y G orm an , a “t in y  Irish guy  from  P h il ly ” w i th  a 
postal job and  an a t t i tu d e .
T h e  e n s u in g  jo u rn e y  is f r a u g h t  w i th  g u nfire ,  road sex 
and  o th e r  exp los ive  s to c k s - in - t r a d e  of a C rum ley  novel.
I t ’s also packed  w i th  a s to u n d in g ly  good prose, l ike  h is  firs t 
th r e e  d e te c t iv e  novels  (The Wrong Case, The Last Good Kiss,
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and Dancing Bear) and h is  s e a rin g  p ro to -V ie tn a m  book, One 
to Count Cadence.
But Tree Duck is m o re  th a n  ju s t a b a th tu b s - fu l l - o f -  
b lood  s h o o t-e m -u p . I t ’s g o t w h a t good  f ic t io n ’s g o t: 
ch a ra c te rs  w e  can ca re  abou t, supe rb  d e s c r ip tio n s  o f a c tio n  
and landscape, a p lo t  th a t su rp rises, and th a t  c e r ta in  
s o m e th in g —  a sureness o f co m m a n d  o f lan gu ag e  and s to ry .
T he  b oo k  is p eo p led  by c h a ra c te rs  w h o  are  r u n n in g  on 
cheap h ig h s  and d e sp e ra tio n , ou tcas ts  w h o  have n o th in g  to  
lose. But these  a re n ’t  t ra i le r -h o u s e  fre a ks  th e  a u th o r  sets 
up fo r  us to  la u g h  a t. T h is  is th e  k n o c k e d -a b o u t, h e a r t -  
s tu n g  soul o f A m e ric a . S u gh rue  on S ugh rue : “ I lo o k e d  o u t 
th e  w in d o w . On th e  in te rs ta te  p e o p le  w e re  g o in g  p laces 
I ’d n e v e r been, p eo p le  pe rhaps  w i t h  a fu tu re , p e o p le  w hose  
lives  w e re  liv e d  w i th o u t  a lw ays  lo o k in g  b a c k w a rd .”
S u g h ru e ’s p e c u lia r  v is io n , c lo u d e d  as th e  n a t io n ’s is by 
u n reso lved  (and, perhaps, u n re so lva b le ) fe e lin g s  a b o u t th e  
V ie tn a m  W a r, leaves h im  in  a reck less  search fo r  re d e m p ­
t io n : “ A bove  th e  sm all to w n , w a y  th e  h e ll up a m o n g  th e  
ro c k y  h e ig h ts  o f th e  C o lle g ia te  Peaks, w in te r  ra ised  tu f ts  
o f its  co ld , g ra y  head. But d o w n  w h e re  w e  s topped  to  rest, 
th e  sun s t i l l  w o rk e d . Even th e  b ro k e n  glass sca tte re d  
th ro u g h  th e  g ra ve l sp a rk le d  l ik e  je w e ls , and th e  cafe  
sm e lled  l ik e  th e  p lace  th e y  in v e n te d  ch ee seb u rge rs ."
T h is  is a w ise  book, a d e e p ly - fe lt  b oo k  th a t re a ff irm s  
th e  va lu e  o f f r ie n d s h ip  in  an u n s ta b le  w o r ld .  I t ’s also 
d a rk ly  fu n n y , and C ru m le y ’s n o t a fra id  o f to s s in g  o f f  
occas iona l bon m o ts  o f c u ltu ra l c r i t ic is m — w a it ,  S u g h ru e ’d 
s k in  m e and feed  m e to  th e  liz a rd s  i f  he  read th a t. He says 
some sm art s h it  a b o u t h o w  fu c k e d -u p  A m e ric a  can be.
A nd  th e re ’s a s u rp rise  fo r  d e d ica te d  C ru m le y  fans to  
u n ra v e l a t th e  end, one  th a t  m akes m e a n x io u s  fo r  th e  
n e x t  n ove l.
By th e  t im e  you  reach  th e  last pages, y o u ’ l l  be p u n c h -  
d ru n k  and rea dy  fo r  m o re . The Mexican Tree Duck is a n o ve l 
o f excess, and, as usual, to o  m u c h  is n o t q u ite  e n o u g h .
In d e b te d n e s s
Debt, M a rk  Lev ine , N e w  Y o rk : W i l l ia m  M o r ro w , 1993. 
R ev ie w e d  by W i l l ia m  W . Bevis
A f te r  Jo rie  G raham 's  m e g a b lu rb  o f Debt— oh ra re  b lu rb , 
astu te , as w e ll as g e n e ro u s— w h a t t r ib u te  to  be paid?
9 0  C u t Bank
Let 's  b eg in  w i t h  Levine ' s  openings :
T h e  ca p t ion  of th is  p h o t o g r a p h  is "Man h i t  by fa l l ing
ice."
In t h e  c h a p te r s  t h a t  follow, t h e  t h e o r y  of t h e  cosmic  
second  h a n d  unfolds in lay man 's  te rms,  w i t h  r e f e r e n c e  
to t h e  sand dollar  and DNA.
Is d i n n e r  r eady  yet?
— "Seconds"
T im e  and again ,  in t h e s e  poems,  w e  are  in t h e  in s t an t  
c o m i n g  and  going:  "Friday n ig h t .  /  Dad's in for h is  valves . /  
Advance  n o t i c e  reveals  tha t / 'T sadora  Duncan Is A m o n g  
Us'Vis t h e  n a m e  of t o m o r r o w ' s  poem.  Today 's  n a m e  is 
"Bev." ("Requiem")
In t h e s e  m ag ic  m o m e n t s — Hi, I'll be  y our  po em  for 
today— th i n g s  are  n o t  g o i n g  as we l l  as t h e y  did for, say, 
Emerson:  "The soldiers t o r c h e d  t h e  crops  w h i l e  r e t r e a t ­
ing.  It only  see m e d  fair". ("Poem")
In s p e a k in g  of th is  t r an s d o w n d en ta l i s m ,  old t e r m s  are  
n o t  m u c h  use (we have t a k e n  t h e  "av an t -g a rd e"  ou t  back 
and sho t  it, and "surreal"  n o w  m e a n s  MTV), and t h e  n e w  
te rm ,  "pos tm od ern, "  as polyg lo t  as t h e  o ther s ,  also w ou ld  
mis lead.  T h e r e  is an an t i ly r i c  in Levine,  y e t  in us ing 
l anguage ,  h e  loves it; in u s ing  his  m in d  h e  re spec t s  it; 
t h r o u g h  c a r i n g  for h is  audience ,  h e  plays w i t h  us, n o t  
aga ins t  us. T h e  Buddhist  w ou ld  call th is  com pass ion,  and 
in Levine ' s  p o e t ry  it  coexi s t s  w i t h  t h e  devices  an d  m e c h a ­
nisms  of p o s tm o d e r n i s m  t h a t  o f ten  spell only  d i s tance .  
Levine  co m es  close t h r o u g h  voices  t h a t  cross over  f rom 
curs  to k i l lers  to po e t  to au d ie n c e  (we are  in th is  t o g e t h e r )  
and  t h r o u g h  his  t ech n iq u e ,  t h a t  inc lud es  us, as in t h e  old 
lyric t r adi t ion ,  in suff ic ient  m e a n i n g  to m a k e  t h e  f r ag ­
m e n t s  hu r t .
Somet imes ,  as in "Poem" or "Capitali sm," t h e s e  poem s  
shade to w ar d s  a b ro k e n  voice,  s o m e t im e s  t o w a rd s  m a n y  
voices,  so m e t im e s  to w ar d s  l a n g u ag e  t u r n i n g  back on itself, 
t e a r i n g  i t sel f u p — "ragged,"  as t h e  old j a z z m e n  said.
Always  w e  find in Levine ' s  poem s  n o t  ant i lyr ic ,  w h i c h  
sugges ts  a to g g le  o n /o ff  r e la t io n  of l a n g u ag e  to expres s ion ,  
but  a di ff icul ty in s inging,  a t i g h tn e s s  in t h e  t h r o a t  b e ­
t w e e n  self and song, or b e t w e e n  song  and itself, t h a t  is our  
wor ld .  And th a t ' s  im p o r t an t .
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C o n tr ib u to rs '  N otes
R i c h a r d  B a r n e s ,  Dole Professor of English and  English  
d e p a r t m e n t  cha i r  at  P om ona  College,  is a g r a d u a t e  of 
P om ona  and  The  C la rem o n t  G radua te  School.  He is 
c u r r e n t ly  co l labo ra t ing  w i t h  R ober t  M e z e y  on t r a n s ­
la t ions  for a Collected Poems o f  Borges.
W i l l i a m  W .  B ev i s  has  been  a professor of A mer ican  
l i t e r a tu r e  at  t h e  Univers i ty  of M o n ta n a  s ince  1974.
He has pub l i shed  books on W al lac e  Stevens '  p o e t ry  
and  on M o n ta n a  w r i t e r s  and  t h e  W es t .  F o r th c o m in g  
in January  f rom t h e  Univers i ty  of W a s h i n g t o n  Press 
is Borneo Log, a book  on na t iv e  r e s is tance  to t h e  
t i m b e r  t r ad e  b e t w e e n  Sarawak  and  Japan.
R y a n  J. B e n e d e t t i  was born  and  raised in G rea t  Falls. 
He will  r ece ive  his  MFA in c rea t iv e  w r i t i n g  f rom t h e  
U nivers i ty  of M o n ta n a  in M ay 1994. He c u r r e n t ly  
w o rk s  as a t e chn ica l  ed i to r  and  g rap h ic  d e s ig n e r  for 
t h e  R ipar ian  W e t l a n d  Research  P rogram.  He lives 
w i th  his  wife,  Kate, and  his  dau g h te r ,  Josie, in 
Missoula,  M ontana .
D a v id  G a r r i s o n  lives and  w o rk s  in Louisville, K e n ­
tucky.  His poem s  have  been  pub l i shed  in a n u m b e r  
of j ournals ,  i n c lu d in g  Artfu l Dodge, The Great River 
Review, and Commonweal.
A d e l l e  G r a h a m  g r e w  up in Madison,  W iscons in ,  and  
rece ived  h e r  BA in a r t  h is to ry  from t h e  U nivers i ty  of 
Wisconsin ,  M i lw aukee .  She is c u r r e n t ly  w o r k i n g  
tow ard  h e r  MFA at  t h e  U nivers i ty  of M on tana .
R obert  H ackett  s p e n d s  h i s  d a y s  w a t c h i n g  t h e  g a r l i c  
g r o w  a t  h i s  w i f e ’s o r g a n i c  g a r d e n  a l o n g  t h e  b a n k s  o f
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M issou la’s C lark  Fork River, c o n te m p la t in g  th e  
c u m u la tiv e  w e ig h t  of rocks  and  o th e r  d i r ty  th o u g h ts .
S e a m u s  H e a n e y  w as born  and  ra ised  in  C o u n ty  D erry  in 
N o r th e rn  I re land  and  is th e  a u th o r  of n u m e ro u s  
vo lum es of poetry ,  trans la tions ,  and  plays. A m e m b e r  
of th e  Irish  A cadem y of Arts and  Letters , h e  has w o n  
m a n y  h o n o rs  and  aw ards  for h is  w ork .  He te a c h e s  a t 
Harvard.
D e n n i s  H e l d  still ta k es  a s ize tw e lv e  shoe, e x t r a -w id e ,  
so m etim es  a th i r t e e n  in  th e  boot. He te a c h e s  at 
L ew is-C la rk  S ta te  College.
J i r i  K a j a n e  w as ra ised  in  Kruje, Albania, and  t r a in e d  in  
e n g in e e r in g  a t  T iran e  U nivers ity . He is th e  a u th o r  of 
a n u m b e r  of stories, in c lu d in g  th e  co l lec t io n  Sa 
Kushton (W h a t  is th e  Cost?) and  over a d o zen  o n e -  
ac t plays. His sa tir ica l d ram a  Neser Perdite (Tom orrow , 
Everyday) rece iv ed  g re a t  acc la im  for its  s ing le  1981 
p e r fo rm a n c e  befo re  b e in g  banned .  "This Past T ues­
day" has n e v e r  been  fo rm ally  pub lished  in  Albania. 
K ajane 's  on ly  o th e r  w o rk  in  English  t ra n s la t io n  w ill 
a p p ea r  in  Glimmer Train th is  fall.
D a v i d  D o d d  L e e  is a doc to ra l c a n d id a te  a t W e s te rn  
M ich ig an  U nivers ity . His poem s have  r e c e n t ly  
ap p ea red  in  The Quarterly, New York Quarterly, and  
Sou'Wester. He is Associate P o e try  Edito r  a t Passages 
North in Kalamazoo, M ich igan .
B e v e r l y  L o w r y  is th e  a u th o r  of several novels, th e  
m ost r e c e n t  of w h ic h  is The Track of Real Desires, 
(Knopf, 1994) and  a m em o ir ,  Crossed Over. She lives in 
M on tana .
R o b e r t  M e z e y  is p o e t - in - r e s id e n c e  and  professor of 
English  a t P om ona College. T he  a u th o r  of n in e  books
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of p o e t ry  and  several w o rk s  of t rans la t ion ,  h e  has 
rece ived  a G u g g e n h e im  fe l lowship  and  a Lam ont  
aw ard  a m o n g  o t h e r  g r a n t s  and prizes.  He is c u r ­
r e n t l y  co l labo ra t ing  w i t h  Richard  Barnes on t r a n s l a ­
t ions  for  a Collected Poems of Borges.
M o l l y  M i l l e r  lives and  w r i t e s  in Missoula.  She is 
c u r r e n t ly  w o r k i n g  on h e r  M a s t e r ’s d e g r e e  in e n v i ­
ro n m e n t a l  studies.
N a d y a  P i t t e n d r i g h  r e c e n t ly  g r a d u a t e d  f rom t h e  U n i ­
vers i ty  of M o n ta n a  and  is c u r r e n t l y  en ro l l ed  in t h e  
MFA p ro g ra m  at  t h e  Un ivers i ty  of Arizona.
M a t t h e w  R o h r e r  g r e w  up in O k lahom a and  a t t e n d e d  
t h e  Univers i ty  of M ich igan .  He has  r e c e n t ly  g r a d u ­
a ted  from t h e  Iowa W r i t e r s ’ W o rk s h o p .
V i c t o r i a  R o s t o v i c h  "Chickens  rock."
M a t t  Y u r d a n a  was aw a rd e d  t h e  R ichard  Hugo  M e m o ­
rial Schola rsh ip  f rom t h e  Un ivers i ty  of M on tana .  His 
poem s  have  a p p e a re d  in Kinesis, Plainsongs, and  Poetry 
Northwest.
K e v i n  P h e l a n  a n d  B i ll  U ’R e n  have  had  w o r k  a p p e a r  in 
such journa ls  as t h e  South Carolina Review, Washington 
Review, Georgetown Review , and  Aethlon . Phe lan  c u r ­
r e n t ly  lives in San Francisco,  w h i l e  U’Ren  res ides  in 
Baltimore.
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